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ACT 1. SCENE I, 


Mrs. Mecnrtix's Houſe. 


(Loud oc ing at the Door.) 
R* P, rap, rap, up-ſtairs and down, from 


% morning to night; if this ſame Com- 
= miſſary ſtays much longer amongſt us, 


my miſtreſs muſt een hire a porter. Who's 


there? 
++ +». - S1MoN tbithout, 

Sim. Is Mrs. Mechlin at home? 

Fen. No. (opens the Door.) Oh, what is it you, 
Simon ? 

3 Enter S1MON. 

Sim. At your ſervice, ſweet Mrs. Jane. 

Fen. Why you knock with authority; and 
what are your commands, Maſter Simon? 

Sim. I come, Madam, to receive thoſe of your 
miſtreſs; What, Jenny, has ſhe any great af- 
fair on the anvil ? Her ſummons is moſt exceed- 
ingly preſſing; and you need not be told, Child, 


| that a man of my conſequence does not trouble 


himſelf about trifles.. | 
e _—_— Jen. 


- 
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Jen. Oh, Sir, I know very well you principal 
actors don't perform every night. 

Sim. Mighty well, Ma'am, but notwithſtand- 
ſng your ironical ſneer, it is not every man that 
ill do for your miſtreſs; her agents muſt have 
genius and parts: 1 don't ſuppoſe, in the whole 
Bills of Mortality, there is ſo general. and e- 
tenſive a dealer as my friend Mrs. Mechlin. 

Jen. Why, to be ſure, we have plenty of 
cuſtomers; and for various Kinds of commodi- 
ties it would be pretty difficult I fancy to 

Sim. Commodities! Your- humble ſervant, MW 
ſweet Mrs. Jane; Yes, yes, you have various 
kinds of commodities, indeed. 1 

Jen. Mr. Simon, I don't underſtand you; I . 
ſuppoſe it is no ſecret in what ſort of goods our 
dealing conſiſts. 

Sim. No, no, they are pretty well Known. b 

Jen. And to be ſure, though now and then, 
to oblige a cuſtomer, my miſtreſs does conde- 
ſcend to ſmuggle a little 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Vet there are no people in the Liberty 
of Weltminſter that live in more credit than 
we do. 

Sim. Bravo. 

Jen. The very beſt of quality are not alham'd 
to viſit my miſtreſs, 

Sim. They have reaſon. 

Fen. Reſpected by the neighbours, 

Sim. I know it. 3 85 1 

Jen. Punctual in her payments. | 7 

Sim. To a moment. | | 'F 
Jen. Regular hours. | | 

Sim. Doubtleſs. 

- "Fen. Never miſſes the ſarmant on Sundays. i 
Sim. 
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THE COMMISSARY, 3 


Sim, I own it. 

Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, 
unleſs, now and then, when the poor gentlewo- 
man happens to be overtaken in liquor. 

Sim. Granted. 

Jen. Not at all given to lying, but like other 

tradesfolks, in the way of her buſineſs, 

Sim, Very well. 

Jen. Very well]! then pray, Sir, what wou'd 
you ens ? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't 
go to caſt reflections upon us; don't think to 
blaſt the reputation of our 

Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you ſerious ? 

Jen. Serious! Ay, marry am J. 

Sim. The devil you are! 

Jen. Upon my word, Mr. Simon, you ſhou'd 
not give your tongue ſuch a licence; let me tell 
you, theſe airs don't become you at all. 

Sim. Hey-day ! why where the deuce have I 
got, ſure I have miſtaken the houſe; is not this 
Mrs. Mechlin's? 

Jen. That's pretty well known. 

Sim. The commodious, convenient Mrs. 


Mechlin, at the ſign of the Star, in the pariſh 
of St. Paul's ? 


Jen. Bravo. 
Sim. That commercial caterpillar ? 
Jen. I know it. 


Sim. That murderer of manufactures? 

Fen. Doubtleſs. 

Sim, That walking warehouſe ? 

Jen. Granted, 

Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of 
contraband goods under her petticoats than a 
Calais cutter ? 


Fen. Very well. 


B 2 Sim, 
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Sim, That engroſſer and ſeducer of virgins * 

Jen. Keep it up, maſter Simon. 

Sim. That foreſtaller of Bagnios ? 

Jen. Incomparable fine. | 

Sim. That canting, couzening, money-lending, 
match-making, pawnbroking—[ Loud knocking. ] 

Jen Mighty well, Sir: here comes my miſtreſs, 
ſhe ſhall thank you for the pretty W you 
have, been pleaſed to draw. 

Sim. Nay, but dear Jenny— 

Jen. She {ball he told how highly ſhe. ſtands 
in your favour, . 

Sim. But my ſweet girl [Knock again.] 

Jen. Let me go, Mr. Simon, don't you hear? 


Sim. And can you have the heart to ruin me 
at once 


Jen. Hands off. 
Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs. Jai ane, 
and dictate the articles, 


Enter Mrs. Mecniin, followed by a backnty 
coachman, with ſeveral bundles, in a capuc hin, 
a bounet, and ber cleaths pinned up. 


Mrs. Mech. So, huſſy, what muſt I ſlay all day 
in the ſtreets? who have we here | the devil's 
in the wenches, I think—one of your fellows I 
ſuppoſe Oh, is it you! how fares it, Simon? 

Jen. Madam, you ſhould not have waited 2 
minute, but Mr. Simon 

Sim. Huſh, buſh ! you barbarous jade 

Jen. Knowing your knock, and eager to open 
the door, flew up ſtairs, fell over the landing- 
place, and quite barr'd up the Way. 


Sim, 


THE COMMISS ART. 3 

Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my 
ankle. Thanks, Jenny; you ſhall be no loſer, 
you flut. | 

Mrs. Mech, Poor Simon. Oh, Lord have 
mercy upon me, what a round have I taken! 
— Is the wench petrified ; why don't you 
reach me a chair, don't you ſee I'm tired to 
death ? 

Fen. Indeed, ma'am, you'll kill yourſelf. 

Sim. Upon my word, ma'am Mechlin, you 
ſhou'd take a little care of yourſelf; indeed you 
labour too hard. | 

Mrs. Mecb. Ay, Simon, and for little or no- 
thing: only victuals and cloaths, more coſt than 
worſhip.— Why does not the wench take the 
things from the fellow ? Well, what's your 
fare? | 

Coachm. Miſtreſs, it's honeſtly worth half a 
crown. 

Mrs. Mech. Give him a couple of ſhillings 
and ſend him away. 

Ceachm. 1 hope you'll tip me the teſter to 
drink? 

Mrs. Mech. Them there fellows are never 
contented ; drink ! ſtand farther off ; why you 


ſmell already as ſtrong as a beer- barrel. 


Coachm. Miſtreſs, that's becauſe I have already 
been drinking. 

Mrs. Mech. And are not you aſhamed, you 
ſor, to be eternally guzzling ? You had better 
buy you ſome cloaths. 

Coachm. No, miſtreſs, my honour won't let 
me do that. 

Mrs. Mich. Your honour ! and pray how does 
that hinder you? WTR | 


6. THE COMMISSARY. 


7 


Coachm. Why, when a good gentle woman like 


you, cries, Here coachman, here's ſomething to 


drink.— oak 
Mrs. Mech. Well! 


Coachm. Wou'd it be honour in me to Jay it 


out in any thing elſe? No, miſtreſs, my con- 
{: jence won't let me, becauſe why, it's the will 
of the donor, you know. _ 

Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear ſuch a block- 
head ? | 

Coachm. No, no, miſtreſs; tho* I am a poor 
man, I won't forfeit my honour; my cattle, 
tho'f J love 'em, poor beaſteſles, are not more 
dearer to me than that, 


Mrs. Mech. Yes, you and your. horſes give 


pretty ſtrong proofs of your love and your ho- 
nour; for you have no cloaths on your back, 
and they have no fleſh, Well, Jenny, give him 
the ſix-pence ; there there, lay it out as you 
will. 

Coachm. It will be to your health, miſtreſs ; ic 


ſhall melt at the Meuſe, before I go home; 1 


ſhall be careful to clear my conſcience. 

Mrs. Mech. I don't doubt it. 

Coachm. You need not. Miſtreſs, your ſer- 
vant. | Exit Coachman. 

Mrs. Mech. Has there bren any body here, 
Jenny ? | 

Fenny. The gentleman, ma'am, about the 
. Glouceſterſhire living. | 

"Mrs. Mech. He was, Oh oh! what I ſuppoſe 
his ſtomach's come down. Does he like the in- 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party? 

Jen. Why that article ſeems to go a little 
- againſt him? DIE 
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Mrs. Mech. Does it ſo? then let him retire to 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, 
it will ſoon give him an appetite. He'll ſtick 


to his honour too, till his caſſock is wore to a 
Tag | 


Jen. Why, indeed, ma'am, it ſeems pretty 
ruſty already. e 

Mrs. Mech. Deviliſn ſqueamiſh, I think ; a 
good fat living, and a fine woman into the bar- 


gain You told him a friend of the lady's will 
take the child off her hands? K 


Jen. Yes, madam. | 
Mrs. Mech. So that the affair will be a ſecret 


to all but himſelf. But he muſt quickly re- 


ſolve, for next week his wife's month will 

be up. | 25 BED 
Fen. He promiſed to call about four. 
Mrs. Mech. But don't let him think we are 


at a loſs for a huſband ; there is to my know- 
ledge a merchant's clerk in the city, a comely 
young man, and comes of good friends, that 
will take her with but a ſmall place in the cuſ- 


com-houſe. 
Jen. He ſhall know it. We | 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, and tell him, that the party's 
party has intereſt enough to obtain it whenever 
he will. And then the bridegroom may put 
the purchaſe-money too of that ſame preſenta- 


tion into his pocket. | 


Fen. Truly, ma'am, I ſhould think this would 
prove the beſt match for the lady. . 

Mrs. Mech. Who doubts it? Here, Jenny, 
carry theſe things above ſtairs. Take care of 


the eigrette, leave the watch upon the table, and 
be ſure you don't miſlay the pearl necklace; the 


lady 


8 THE COMMISSARY. 
lady goes to Mrs. Cornellys's to night; and, if 
the has any luck, ſhe will be ſure to redeem it 
to-morrow; | 
Sim. What a world. of affairs ! it is a wonder, 
madam, how you are able to remember them all. 
Mrs. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, maſter Si- 
mon.—But I have a great affair in hand — Such 
an affair if well managed, it will be the making 
Ot us all. Stirb: 
Sim. If I, ma'am, can be of the leaſt uſe 
Mrs. Mech. Of the higheſt ! there is no do- 
ing without you. Fou know the great 
7 Enter IR xxx. | | 
WW. I have put the things where you order- 
ed, ma' am. | wy 25 
Mrs. Mech, Very well, you may go. 


I Exit Jenny, 


1 fay, you know the great commiffaty, that is 
come to lodge in my houſe. Now they ſay this 
Mr. Fungus is as rich as an Indian governor; 
heaven Knows how he came by it? but that 
you know is no buſineſs of ours. Pretty pick- 
ings, I warrant, abroad. Loud knocting.] 
Who the deuce can that be? But let it be who 
it will, you muſt not go till I ſpeak to you. 
Enter IExxx. 
Juen. The widow Loveit, ma am, 
Mrs. Mech. What, the old liquoriſh dowager 
from Devonſhire Square? ſhew her in. ¶ Exit 
enn] You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon, I 
Mall ſoon diſpatch her affair. [Exit Simon. 
hs Enter Mrs. Loverr. 


"Mrs. Lov. So, ſo, good morning to you, good 


Mrs: 
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Mrs. Mechlin. John, let the coach wait at the 
Corner. 

Mrs. M:rh. You had better fit here, madam. 

Mr. Lov. Any where, Well, my dear wo. 

man, I hope you have not forgot your old 
friend—Ugh, ugh, ugh,—[ coughs.] Conſider 
I have no time to looſe, and you are always ſo 
full of employment. 
Mes Mech Forgot you! you ſhall Judge, 
Mrs. Loveit. I have, ma'am, provided a 
whole cargo of huſbands for you, of! all nations, 
compiexions, ages, tempers, and ſizes: ſo you 
ſee you have nothing to do but choole. 

Mrs. Lov. To chooſe! Mrs. Meclin; Lord 
help me, what choice can [ have ? I look upon 
wedlock to be a kind of a lottsry, and I have 
already drawn my prize; and a great one it was! 
My poor dear man that's gone, I ſhall never 
meet with his fellow. 

Mrs. Mech. *Pſhaw |! madam, don't let us 
trouble our heads about him, it's high time that 
he was forgot. 

Mrs. Lov. But won't his relations think me 
rather too quick. 

Mrs Mech. Nor a jot; the greateſt compli- 
ment you cou'd pay to his memory; it is a 
proof he gave you reaſon to be fond of the 
ſtate, But what do you mean by quick! Why 
he has been bury'd theſe three weeks — 

Mrs. Lov. And three days, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed! quite an age 

Mrs. Lov. Yes ; but I ſhall never forget him; 
ſleeping, or waking, he's always bef're me. 
His dear ſwell'd belly, and his poor ſhrunk legs, 
Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, he had no more 
calf than my fan. 

C Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. No : 
Mrs. Lov. No, indeed; and then, his bit of 138 


a purple noſe, and his little weezen face as ſharp 
az a razor — don't mention it, I can never forget 1 
him. [Cries.] f 


Mrs. Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, ; 
indeed. But, ma' am, if you continue to be ſo * 
fond of your laſt huſband, what makes you 7 
think of another? 

Mrs. Lev. Why, what can 1 do, Mrs. Mech- 
lin? a poor lone widow woman as I am; there's 
no body minds me; my tenants behind- hand, my 
ſervants all careleſs, my children undutiful— 
Ugh, ugh, ugh [ coughs.] 

Mrs. Mech. You have a villainous cough, Mrs, 
Loveit ; ſhall I ſend for ſome lozenges © 2 

Mrs, Lov. No, I thank you, it's nothing at 
all; mere habit, juſt a little trick I've got. 

Mrs. Mech. But I wonder you ſhou'd have all 
theſe vexations to plague you, madam, you, 
who are ſo rich, and ſo 

Mrs. Lov. Forty thouſand in the Four per : 
Cents. every morning I riſe, Mrs. Mechlin, be- | 
ſides two houſes at Hackney ; but then my af. 
fairs are ſo weighty and intlicate; there is ſuch 
tricking in lawyers, and ſuch torments in chil- 
dren, that I can't do by myſelf; I muſt have a 
helpmate; quite neceſſity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I underſtand you, you marry 
merely for convenience; juſt only to get an al- 
liſtant, a kind of a guard, a fence to your pro- a 
perty ? i 
Mrs. Lev. Nothing elſe. 8 

Mrs. Mech. I thought fo; quite prudential; br 
ſo that age is none of your object; you don't ® 
want a ſcampering, eddy, ſprightly, young— 8 

| Mrs. 1 
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Mrs. Lov. Young | Heaven forbid, What, 
do you think, like ſome ladies 1 know, that I 


_want to have my huſband taken for one of my 


grand-children; No, no; thank Heaven, ſuch 
vain thoughts never enter'd my head. | 

Mrs. Mech. But yet, as your matters ſtand, 
he ought not to be ſo very old neither; for in- 
ſtance now, of what uſe to you wou'd be a huſ- 
band of ſixty ? 5 | | 

Mrs. Lov. Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs. Mech- 
lin, what do you think I want to turn nurſe ? 

Mrs, Mech. Or fifty-five ? 

Mrs. Love. Ugh, ugh, ugh — 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty? | 

Mrs, Lov. Oh! that's too cunning an age; 
men, now-adays, rarely marry at fifty, they are 
too knowing and cautious. | 

Mrs. Mech. Or forty-five, or forty, or— 

Mrs. Lov. Shall I, Mrs, Mechlin, tell you a 
piece of my mind? ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 believe, ma'am, that will be 
your beſt way. 

Mrs. Lev. Why then, as my children are 
young and rebellious, the way to ſecure and 
preſerve their obedience, will be to marry a man 
that won't grow old in a hurry, 

Mrs. Mech. Why I thought you declar'd 
againſt youth ? 

Mrs. Lov. So I do, ſo I do; but then, fix or 
ſeven and twenty is not ſo very young, Mrs. 
Mechlin. 


Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for 


at that time of life, men can buſtle and ſtir, 


they are not eaſily check'd, and whatever they 
take in hand they go through with. 
Mrs. Lev, True, true, 
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Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be 
ſaid to be uſeful; it is the only tear and wear 
ſeaſon. 

Mrs. Love. Right, right. 

Mrs. Mech. Well, ma'am, I fee what you 

want, and to-morrow about this time, if you'll 


do me the favour to call 

Mrs. Lov. I ſhan't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. I think I can ſuit you. 

Mrs. Lev. Yow'll be very oliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may depend upon't, I'll do 
my endeavours, ſt. | 

Mrs. Lov. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be ſure don't 
let him be older than that, not above ſeven or 
eight and twenty at moſt ; and let it be as ſoon 
as you conveniently can, | 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. Becauſe you know, the more chil- 
dren I have by the ſecond venter, the greater 
plague I ſhail prove to thoſe I had by the firſt, 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. You had better 
lean on me to the door; but, indeed, Mrs, 
Loveit, you are very malicious to your children, 
very revengeful, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. Ah, they deſerve it ; you can't 
think what fad whelps they turn out ; no puniſh- 
ment can be too much; if their poor father 
cou'd but have foreſeen they wou'd have— 
why did I mention the dear man! it melts me 
too much. Well, peace be with him. To- 
morrow about this time, Mrs. Mechlin, will 
the party be here, think you? 

Mrs. Mech. I can't ſay. 


Mrs. Lov. Well, a good day, good Mrs. 
Mechlin. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. Here, John, take care of your 
miſtreſs. [Exit Mrs. Loveit. 
A good morning to you, ma'am. Jenny, bid 
Simon come up.—A huſband ! there now 1s a 
proof of the prudence of age; I wonder they 
don't add a clauſe to the act to prevent the old 
from marrying clandeſtinely as well as the young. 
I am ſure there are as many unſuitable matches at 
this time of life as the other. 


Enter SIMON. 


Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr, 
Fungus's ſervants below? 

Sim. Three or four ſtrange faces. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, ſome of that troop, I 
ſuppoſe ; come, Simon, be ſeated.— Well, Si- 
mon, as I was telling you; this Mr. Fungus, 
my lodger above, that has brought home from. 
the wars a whole cart load of money, and who, 


(between you and I) went there from very little 
better than a driver of carts 


Sim. I formerly knew him, ma'am, 

Mrs. Mech. But he does not know you ? 

Sim. No, no. ö 

Mrs. Mech. I am glad of that—this ſpark, I 
ſay, not content with being really as rich as a 
lord, 1s determin'd to rival them too in every 
other accompliſhment, 

Sim. Will that be ſo eaſy? why he muſt be 
upwards of — 5 

Mrs. Mech, Fifty, I warrant. 

Sim. Rather late in life to ſet up for a gen- 
tleman, 


Mrs. Mech. But fine talents you know, and 
a ſtrong inclination. | 


Sim. 
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Sim. That, indeed, — 

Mrs. Mech. Then I promiſe you þ he ſpares for 
no pains. 

Sim. Diligent ? 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning ſome- 
thing or other from moraing to night; my houſe 


is a perfect academy, ſuch a throng of fencers, 


dancers, riders, mulicians—but, however, to 
ſweeten the pill, I have a fellow. feeling for re- 
commending the teachers. 

Sim. No doubt, ma'am; that's always the 
rule. 

Mrs. Mech. But one of his ſtudies is really 
diverting, I own I can't help laughing at that. 

Sim. What may that be? 

Mrs. Mech. Oratory.— Vou muſt know his 
firſt ambition is to have a ſeat in a certain aſ- 
ſembly ; and in order to appear there with cre- 
dit, Mr. What d'ye Call'em, the man from the 
city, attends every morning to give him a lec- 
ture upon ſpeaking, and there is ſuch ha- 
ranguing and bellowing between them Lord 


have mercy upon but you'll ſee enough on'c 


yourſelf; for do you know, Simon, you are to 
be his valet de chambre ? 
Sim. Me, madam |! | 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, his privy counſellor, his 
confidant, his director in chief. 
Sim. To what end will that anſwer? 
Mrs. Mech. There I am coming Tou are to 


know, that our Squire Wow'd-be is violently 


bent upon matrimony; and nothing forſooth 
will go down but a perſon of rank and condi- 
tion. 
Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's i in- 
debted to Germany. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. The article of fortune he holds in 
utter contempt, a grand alliance is all that he 
wants; ſo that the lady has but her veins full 
of high blood, he does not care two-pence how 
low and empty her purſe is. IP 

Sim. But, ma'am, won't it be difficult to meet 
with a ſuitable ſubject? I believe there are few 
ladies of quality that | 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, as to that, I am already pro- 
vided. 

Sim, Indeed 1 

Ars. Mech, You know my niece Dolly ? 

Sim. Very well. 

Mrs. Mech. What think you of her? 

Sim. Of Mats Dolly, for what? | 

Mrs. Mech. For what? you are plaguily dull; 
why, a woman of faſhion, you dunce. a 

Sim. To be ſure Miſs Dolly is very deſerving, 
and few ladies have a better appearance; but, 
bleſs me, Madam, here people of rank are ſo 
generally known, that the ſlighteſt enquiry 
wou'd poiſon your project. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fears from 
that quarter; there I think, 1 am pretty ſecure. 

Sim. If that, indeed, be the caſe.— 

Mrs. Mech, In the firſt place, Mr. Fungus 
has an intire reliance on me. 

Sim. That's ſomething. 

Mrs. Mech. Then to baffle any idle curioſity, 
we are not derived from any of your new-fangled 
gentry, who owe their upſtart nobility to your 
Harry's and Edwards, No, no, we are ſcions 
from an older ſtock; we are the hundred and for- 
tieth lineal deſcendant from Hercules Alexan- 


der, earl of Glendowery, prime miniſter to king 
Malcolm the Firſt, 


Sim. 


— 
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. 


Sim. Odſo! a qualification for a canon of 
Straſbourg z. So then it ſeems you are tranſ- 


planted — the Banks of the Tweed; Cry you 


mercy | But how will Miſs Dolly be able to ma- 
nage the accent 

Mrs. Mech. Very well; ſhe was two years an 
actreſs in Edenborough. 

Sim. That's true; is the overture made, has 
there been any interview ? 

Mrs. Mech. Several; we have no diſlike to 
his perſon ; can't but own he is rather agrecable; 
and as to his propoſals, they are greater than 
we cou'd defire; but we are prudent and care- 
ful, ſay nothing without the Earl's approba- 
tion, 

Sim. Oh, that will be eaſily had. 

Mrs. Mech, Not fo eaſily; and now comes 
your part: but firſt, how goes the world with 
you, Simon ? 

Sim, Never worſe | The ten bags of tea, and 
the cargo of brandy, them peering raſcals took 
from me in Suſſex, has quite broken my back. 

Mrs. Mech, Poor Simon! why then I am 
afraid there's an end of your traffick. 

Sim. Totally : for now thoſe fellows have got 
the Iſle of Man in their hands, I have no chance 
to get home, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Then you are intjrely at leiſure ? 

Sim. As a Bath turnſpit in the month of July. 

Mrs. Mech. You are then, Simon, an old fa- 
mily ſervant in waiting here on the lady ; but 
diſpatch'd to the North with a view to negotiate 
the treaty, you are juſt returned with the noble 
Peer's reſolution. Prepare you a ſuitable equi- 
page, I will provide you with a couple of letters, 
one for the lover and one for the lady 


Sim. 
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Sim. The contents. — 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, you may read them within : 
now with regard to any queſtions, I will furniſh 
you with ſuitable anſwers ; but you have a 
bungler to deal with, ſo your cards will be ea- 
fily play'd. 


Enter JENNY. 


Jen. Miſs Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney coach 
at the corner; may ſhe come in ? 

Mrs. Mech. Are the ſervants out of the way ? 

Fen. Oh, ſhe is ſo muffled up and diſguiſed, 
that ſhe'll run no danger from them. 

Mrs. Mech. Be ſure keep good watch at the 
door, Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, Ma'am, [ Exit Jenny. 

Mrs. Mech, Simon, take thoſe two letters that 
are under the furthermoſt cuſhion in the win- 
dow, run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a 
great coat, and a whip, and be here with them 
in half an hour at fartheſt. 

Sim, I will not fail. But have you no farther 
directions ? : 

Mrs. Mech. Time enough. I ſhall be in the 
way; for it is me that muſt introduce you 
above. [Exit Simon.] So, things ſeem now 
in a pretty good train; a few hours, it is to be 
hoped, will make me ealy for lite. To ſay 
truth, I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To be 
ſure the profits are great; but then, ſo are the 
riſks that I run: beſides, my private practice 
begins to be ſmoak'd. Ladies are ſuppos'd to 
come here with different deligns than merely 
to look at my goods: ſome of my belt cuſtom- 
ers too, are got out of my channel, and manage 
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their matters at home by their maids. Thoſe 
aſylums, they gave a dreadrul blow to my bu- 
ſineſs. Time has been, when a gentleman 
wanted a friend, I could ſupply him with choice 
in an hour; but the market is ſpoiled, and a 
body might as ſoon produce a hare or a partridge 
as a pretty —[ Enter Dolly. ] So Niece, 
are all things 3 have you got the papers 
from Harpy ? 

Dolly. Here they are, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. Let me ſee—Oh the marriage 
articles for Fungus to ſign. Have you got the 
contract about you? 

Dolly. You know, aunt, I left it with you. 

Mrs. Mech. True, I had forgot: but where 
is the bond that I Here it is; this, Dolly, 
you muſt ſign and ſeal before witneſs. 

] 'olly. To what end, aunt ? 

Mrs. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknow- 
ledgment for all the trouble I have taken; a lit- 
tle hint to your huſband, that he may reimburſe 
your poor aunt, for your cloaths, board, lodg- 
10g, and breeding. 

Dolly. J hope my aunt does not ſuſpect that 
I can ever be wanting 

Mrs. Mech. No, my dear, not in the leaſt: 
but it is beſt, Dolly, in order to prevent all re- 
troſpection, that we ſettle accounts before you 

change your condition. 

Dolly. But, ma' am, may not I ſee the con- 
tents? 

Mrs. Mech. The contents, love, of what uſe 
will that be to you? Sign and feal, that's 
enough. 

Dolly. But, aunt, I chooſe to ſee what I ſign. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. To ſee, what then you ſuſpect 
me ? 

Dolly. No, ma'am ; but a little caution 

Mrs. Mech. Caution! Here's an impudent 
baggage! how dare you diſpute my commands; 
have not I made you, raiſed you from nothing, 
and won't a word from my mouth reduce you 
again ? 

Dolly. Madam, I 

Mrs. Mech. Anſwer me, huſſy, was not you 
a beggar's brat at my door; did not 1, out of 
compaſſion, take you into my houſe, call you 
my niece, and give you ſuitable breeding ? 

Dolly. True, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. And what return did you make 
me? You was ſcarce got into your teens, you 
forward ſlut, but you brought me a child almoſt 
as big as yourſelf; and a delightful father you 
choſe for it! Doctor Catgut, the meagre mu- 
ſician; that ſick monkey-tace maker of crot- 
chets ; that eternal trotter after all the little 
draggle-tail'd girls of the town. Ob, you low 
ſlut, had it been by a gentleman, it would not 
have vex'd me; but a fidler ! 

Dolly. For heaven's ſake. 

Mrs. Mech. After that you elop'd, commenc'd 
ſtroller, and in a couple of years, return'd to 
town in your original trim, with ſcarce a rag to 
your back. 

Dolly. Pray, ma'am— 

Mrs. Mech. Did not 1, notwithſtanding, re- 
ceive you again? have not I tortured my brains 
for your good? found you a huſband as rich as 
a Jew, juſt brought all my matters to bear, and 
naw you reſuſe to ſign a paliry paper ? 

D 2 _ Dolby. 
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Dolly. Pray, madam, give it me, I will ſign, 
execute, do all that you bid me. 
Mrs. Mech. You will; yes, ſo you had beſt. 


And what's become of the child, have you done 


as I order'd ? 


Dolly. The doctor was not at home; but the 


nurſe left the child in the kitchen. 
Mrs. Mech, You heard nothing from him? 
Dolly. Not a word. 
Mrs. Mech. T hen he is medirating ſome miſ- 


chief, I warrant. However, let our good ſtars 
| ſecure us to-day, and a fig for what may hap- 


pen to-morrow. It is a little unlucky tho?, that 
Mr. Fungus has choſen the doctor for his maſ- 
ter of muſic ; but as yet he has not been here, 
and, if poſſible, we muſt prevent him. 


Enter Jenny, Haſtily. 


Jen. Mr. Fungus, the tallow chandler, 
ma'am, is croſſing the way, ſhall 1 ſay you are 
at home? 

Mrs. Mech. His brother has ſervants enough, 
let ſome of them anſwer. Hide, Dolly. [ Exit 
Dolly and Jenny. — [One knock at the door.) 
Ay, that's the true tap of the trader; this old 
brother of ours tho? is ſmoaky and ſhrewd, and 


tho' an odd, a ſenſible fellow; we muſt guard 
againſt him: if he gets but an inkling, but the 


ſlighteſt ſuſpicion, our project is marr'd.——- 
[A noiſe without.) What the deuce is the mat- 
ter! As I live, a ſquabble between him and La 
Fleur, the French footman we hir'd this morn- 


ing. yo my make mirth, I'll liſten a little. 


[Retires, 
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Enter Mr. Isaac Funcus, driving in La FLEUR. 


I. Fung. What, is there no body in the houſe 
that can give me an anſwer; where's my bro- 
ther, you raſcal ? 

La Fleur. je n'entend pas. 

J. Fung. Pas, what the devil is that; anſwer 
yes or no, is my brother at home ? don? t ſhrug 
vp your ſhoulders at me, you——Oh, here 
comes a rational being, 


Enter Mrs, MEcHLin. 


Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lan- 
thorn-jaw'd raſcal won't give me an anſwer, and 
indeed wou'd ſcarce let me into the houſe, 

La Fleur. C'eſt gros Bourgois a fait une ta- 


page de diable. 


Mrs, Mech. Fy donc c'eſt le frere de mon- 
ſieur. 


La Fleur. Le frere ! Mon Dieu! 

I. Fung. What is all this? what the devil lin- 
guo is the fellow a-talking ? 

Mrs. Mech. This is a footman from France 
that your brother has taken. 

J. Fung. From France! and is that the beſt 
of his breeding? I thought we had taught them 
better manners abroad, than to come here and 
inſult us at home, People make ſuch a rout 
about ſmugghng their frenchified goods, their 
men do us more miſchief, If we could but 
hinder the importing of them 


Mrs. Mech. Ay, you are a true Rowe. I fee 
that, Mr. Iſaac. | 


1 Fung. 
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J. Fung. 1 warrant me: is brother Zachary at 
home ? 

Mrs. Mech. Above ſtairs, Sir. 

J. Fung. Any company with him? 7 

Mrs. Mech. Not any to hinder your viſit. La $ 

Fleur, ouvrez le porte. # 

T. Fung. Get along you Mrs, Mechlin, 
your ſervant. I can't think what the devil 
| makes your quality ſo fond of the monfieurs ; 
il for my part I don't ſee——March and be hang'd ; 
0 to you you ſooty-facd ; 
| [ Exeunt I. Fungus, and La Fleur, 
4 Mrs. Mech. Come Dolly, you now may ap- 
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en. Mr. Pad uaſoy, ma' am, the Spital- fields 
"ks | weaver ; he has been waiting this hour, and ſays 
'$ he has ſome people at home—— 
I | Mrs. Mech, Let him enter; in a couple of 4 
1 minutes I'll follow you, Dolly. [Exit Jenny. _ % 


Enter Papvasov. 


Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, you may load 
yourſelf home with thoſe filks, they won't do 
for my market. } 

Mr. Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam ? 2 

Mrs. Mech. Matter! you are a pretty fellow 
indeed ; you a tradeſman ! but it's lucky I know 
you, things might have been worſe ; let us ſet- 
tle accounts, Mr. Paduaſoy ; you'll ſee'no more 
of my money. 


Mr. Pad. I ſhall be ſorry for that, Mrs, 
Mechlin. 1 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Sorry | anſwer me one queſtion; 
am not I the beſt cuſtomer that ever you had? 

Pad. I confeſs it. 

Mrs. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my pre- 
cious ſoul, by ſwearing to my quality-cuſtomers 
that the ſtuff from your looms was the produce 
of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs. Mech. And unleſs that had been believ'd, 
could you have ſold them a yard, nay a nail? 

Pad. I believe not. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well. Did not, Sir, I pro- 
cure you more money for your curs'd goods, 
when ſold as the manufacture of France, than 
as mere Engliſh they could have ever produced 
you ? 

Pad. I never deny'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then are not you a pretty fellow, 
to blow up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam |! 

urs Mech. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how? 

Mrs. Mech. Did not you tell me theſe pieces 
of ſilk were entire, and the only ones you had 
made of that pattern? 

Pad. I did. 

Mrs. Mech. Now mind. Laſt Monday I left 
them as juſt landed, upon a pretence to ſecure 
them from ſeizure, at the old counteſs of Fur- 
b-low's, by whoſe means, I was ſure, at my own 
price, to get rid of them both ; and who ſhould 
come in laſt night at the ball at the Manſion- 
Houſe, where my lady unluckily happen'd to be, 
with a full ſuit of the blue pattern upon her 
back, bur Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs, dizen'd out like 


A gucheſs. 
Pad. 
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Pad. Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs ! Is it poſſible? A 
Mrs. Mech. There is no denying the fact: 
but that was not all; if indeed Mrs. Deputy had 
behaved like a gentlewoman, and ſwore they 
had been ſent her from Paris, why there the 
thing would have died: but ſee what it is to 
have to do with mechanicks, the fool owned 
ſhe had them from you. I ſhould be glad to ſee 
any of my cuſtomers at a loſs for a lye. But 
thoſe trumpery traders, Mr. Paduaſoy, you'll | 
never gain any credit by them. Y 

Pad. This muſt be a trick of my wife's ; I 
know the women are intimate, but this piece of 
intelligence will make a hot houſe. None of 
my fault indeed, Mrs Mechlin; I hope, ma'am, 
this won't make any difference ? 

| Mrs. Mech. Difference | I don't believe I ſhall 
be able to ſmuggle a gown for you theſe ſix 
months. What is in that bundle ? 

Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, that you pro- 

mis'd to procure of a ſupercargo at Woolwich, 
for Sir Thomas Callico's lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Are you pretty forward with the 

light ſprigg'd waiſtcoats from Italy? 

Pad. They will be out of the loom in a 

week. 

Mrs. Mech. You need not put any Genoa 
velvets in hand till the end of the autumn ; bur ; 
you may make me immediately a freſh ſortment 8 

of foreign ribbons for ſummer. 
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Pad. Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? WP 
Ars. Mech. Not at preſent, I think. 1 1 
Pad. I wiſh you, madam, a very good © 


morning. 
Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, Lord! I had lik'd 
to have forgot, You mult write an * 
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etter to the Cuſtom- houſe, and ſend me ſome 
old ſilks to be ſeized; I muſt treat the town 
with a bonfire : it will make a ine paragraph 
for the papers; and at the ſame time advertiſe 
the public where ſuch things may be had. 

Pad. I ſhan't fail, madam. [#xit Paduaſoy. 

Mrs. Mech. W ho ſays now that I am not a 
friend to my country ! I think the Society for 
the Encouragement. of Arts, ſhould: vote me a 
premium. I am ſure I am one of the greateſt 


encouragers of our own manufactures, 


[ Exit Mrs, Mechlin. 


END of the Figsr Aer. 
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CCC 
1 
Scene Firſt Continues. 


Enter Couuiss xy Funcvus, Isaac Funcvs, 
and Mrs, MEchlix. 


Zac. Fungus. 
ROTHER liaac, you are a blockhead, 


knowledge do a man any harm ? 

1. Fun. No, farting; what is befitting a map 
for to learn. 

Z. Fun. To learn! and how ſhould you 
know what is befitting a gentleman to learn! 
Stick to your trade, maſter tallow-chandler. 

J. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you ſay 
in your conſcience, as how, it is deſcent to be 
learning to dance, when you ha? almoſt loſt the 
ule of your legs ? 

Z. Fun. Loſt the uſe of my legs! to ſee but 
the malice of men! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin; 
now, ma'am, does not Mrs. Dukes ſay, that, con- 
fidering my time, I have made a wonderful pro- 
greſs? 

J. Fun. Your time, brother Zac 

Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Iſaac. Why, 
T ha'nt been at it paſſing a couple of months, 
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ſerjeant at law, that were full half a year before 
they could get out of hand. 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin can ch 
it, And pray, ma'am, does. not maſter allow, 


that of my age, I am the moſt hopeful ſcholar 
he has? 


Mrs. Mech. I can't but ſay, Mr. Iſaac, that 


the ſquire has made a moſt prodigious im- 


provement. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? I wiſh we had 
but a kit, I would ſhow you what I could do: 
one, two, three, ha. One, two, three, ha. 
There are riſings and ſinkings. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, marry, as light as a cork. 

Z. Fun. A*n't it! Why, before next winter 
is over, he ſays, hell fit me for dancing in pub- 
lic; and —_ knows but in Lent, you may ſee 
me amble at a Ridotto with an opera linger. 

Mrs. Mech. And I warrant he acquits him- 
ſelf as well as the beſt, 

1. Fun. Mercy on me; and pray brother, that 
thing like a ſword in your hand, what may the 
uſe of that implement be? 

Z. Fun. This! oh, this is a foil. 

J. Fun. A foil. 

Z. Fun. Ay, a little inſtrument, by which, 
we who are gentlemen, ate inſtructed to kill one 
another, 

1. Fun. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; I 
hope you have no ſuch bloody intentions. Why, 
brother Zac, you was uſed to be a peaceable 
man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry 
mechanic, and afraid of the law, but now I am 


another gueſa perſon; I have been in camps, 


E. 2 con- ; 
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cantoons, and intrenchments: have marched 

over bridges and breaches; J have ſeen the 
Ezel and Wezel}; 'T'm got as rich as a Jew, and 
if any man dares fo affront me, l'll let him know 
«that my trade has been fighting 

I. Fen. Rich as à Few! Ab, Zac. Zac. but 
if you had not had another gueſs trade than 
fighting, I doubt? whether you would have re- 
turned altogethet ſo rich: but now you have 
got all this wealth, - WHY not fit von and enjoy 
it in quiet? | 

Z. Fun, Hark ye, Iſaac, do you purtend to 
know life ? are you acquainted _ the Beaux 
d' Eſprits of the age? — 

J. Fun. 1 don't underſtand your 2 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then how mould 
you know what belongs to gentility ? 

I. Fun. And why not as well as you, brother 
Zac. I hope I am-every whit as well born ? 
Z. Fun. Ay, Iſaac, but the breeding is all; 
conſider I bave been a gentleman above five 
years and three quarters, and I think ſhould 
"know a hittle what belongs to the buſineſs ; hey, 
Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir, 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you know, 
Ifaac, in what the art of fencing conlifts ? 

I. Fun. How ſhou'd 1? 

Z. Fun. Why it 1s ſhort; there are but two 
rules; the firſt is, to give your antagoniſt as 
-many thruſts as you can; the ſecond, to be 
careful and receive none yourſelf. 

I. Fun. But how this is to be done? 

Z. Fun. Oh, eaſy enough: for do you ſee, if 
vou can but divert your adverlary's point from 
the line of your body, it is * he ever 

ſhould 
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ſnanid hit you; and all this is done by a little 


turn of the wriſt, either this way, or that way. 
But I'll ſhow you: John, bring mea foil. Mrs. 
Mechlin, it will be worth your obſerving. Here, 
brother T{aac.—— Offers him a foil.] 

I. Fun. Not J. 

Z. Fun. Mheſe bourgois are fo frightful. Mrs. 
Mechlin, will you, ma' am, do me the favour to 
puſh at me a little? Mind, brother, when ſhe 
thruſts at me in carte, I do fo; and when ſhe 
puſhes in tierce, I do ſo; and. by this means a 
man is ſure to avoid being killed. But it may 
not be amiſs, brother Iſaac, to give you the 
progreſs of a regular quarrel ; and then you will 
lee what ſort of a thing a gentleman is. NoWI 
have been told, do ſee, brother Iſaac, by a friend 
who has a regard for my honour, that Captain 
Tenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what 
captain you pleaſe, has in public company call'd 
me a cuckold 

J. Fun. A cuckold? But how can that be? 
becauſe why, brother Zac. you be'nt married. 

Z. Fun. But as lam juſt going to be marry'd, 
that may very well happen you know, 

Mrs. Mech. True, 

Z. Fun. Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough. 
Well, the captain has ſaid, I am a — 1 
Upon which, the firſt time I ſet eyes on captain 
Wilkins, either at Vaux-hall, or at Ranelagh, I 
accoſt him, in a courteous, genteel-like manner, 

J. Fun. And that's more than he merits, 

Z. Fun. Your patience, dear Iſaac ——in a 
courteous, gentleman-like manner; captain Hop- 
kins, your ſervant. 

J. Fun. Why, you call'd him but now Cap- 
tain Wilkins, 

Z. Fun. 
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Z. Fun, P'ſhaw! You blockhead, I teh yu 
the name does not ſignify nothing Tour 
ſervant; ſhall I crave your ear for a moment? 


The captain politely replies, Your commands, 
good Mr. Fungus? then we walk fide by ſide 


Come here, Mrs. Mechlin.— [They walt up. and 


. down] for ſome time as civil as can be. Mind 
brother Iſaac. | 

J. Fun. I do, I do. 

E. Fun. Hey !—— no, tother fide, Mrs, 
Mechlin. 
Wilkins — 

J. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins, 

Z. Fun. Zounds! Iſaac, be quiet—Wilkins, 
that you have taken ſome liberties about and 
concerning of me, which, damme, I don't un- 
derſtand— | 

J. Fun. Don't ſwear, brother Zachary. 

Z. F. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow ! 

J. Fun. But you are grown ſuch a reprobate 
ſince you went to the wars— 

Z. Fun. Mrs, Mechlin, ſtop the tongue of 
that blockhead ; why, dunce, I am ſpeaking by 
rule, and Mrs. Mechlin can tell you that duels 
and damme's go always together. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always. | 

Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underſtand, 
Liberties with you, cries the captain, where, 
when, and in what manner? Laſt Friday night, 
in company at the St. Alban's, you call'd me 
a buck, and moreover ſaid, that my horns were 
"exalted. - Now, Sir, I know very well what 
was your meaning by that, and therefore de- 
mand ſatisfaction. That, Sir, is what I never 


that's right——] hear, captain 
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deny. to a gentleman; but as to you, Mr. Fun- 
gus, | conſent to give you that rank. 
How Str, do you deny my gentility ! Oh, that 
affront muſt be anſwered this inſtant Draw 
Sir. Now puſh, Mrs. Mechlin. [They fence.] 
There I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there 
I parry Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! 
Mrs. Mechlin. 

J. Fun. Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met 
with your match; well puſh'd, Mrs. Mechlin. 
Z. Fun. Ay, but inſtead of puſhing in tierce, 
ſhe puſhed me in carte, and came ſo thick with 
her thruſts, that it was not in nature to parry 
them. 

IJ. Fun. Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of 
your ſkill ; but I think, brother Zac. you hint- 
ed an intention of marrying, 1s that your de- 
lien? 

Z. Fun, Undoubtedly, ' 

1. Fun. And when ? 

Z. Fun. Why this evening, 

J. Fun. So ſudden ! and pray is it a ſecret to 
whom? 

Z. Fun. A ſecret, no, I am proud of the match; 
ſhe brings me all that I want, her veins full of 
good blood ; ſuch a family ! ſuch an alliance ! 
zooks, ſhe has a pedigree as long as the Mall, 
brother Iſaac, with large trees on each ſide, and 
all the boughs loaded with lords. 

J. Fun. But has the lady no name? : 

Z. Fun, Name! ay, ſuch a name, lord, we 
have nothing like it in London : none of your 
ſtunded little dwarfiſh words of one ſyllable; 
your Watts, and your Potts, and your Trotts; 
this rumbles through the throat like a cart ah 
broa 
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broad wheels. Mrs. Mechlin, you can pro- 
nounce it better than me. 

Mrs. Mech. Lady Sachariſſa Mackirlhcroft, 
Z. Fun. Kirkincroft! there are a mouthful of 
ſyllables for you. Lineally deſcended from 
Hercules Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, 
Earl of Glendower, prime miniſter to king Mal- 
colm the firſt. | 

J Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 

Z. Fun. I can't ſay quite all; for the right 
honourable peer that is to be my pappa, ho 
by the byc) is as proud as the devil, has flatly 
renounc'd the alliance, calls me here in his lettec 
Plebeian, and fays if we have any children, they 
will turn out very little better than pye balls. 

J. Fan. And. what does the gentlewoman 
ſay ? 

Z. Fun. The gentle woman! Oh, the gentle- 
woman, Who (between ourlelves) is pretty near 
as high as her father; but, however, my perſon 
has prov'd too hard for her pride, and I take the 
affair to be as good as concluded. 

J. Fun. It is reſolv'd? 

Z. Fun. Fix'd. 

J. Fun, I am ſorry for it. | 
Z. Fun. Why ſo? come, come, brother Iſaac, 
don't be uneaſy, I have a ſhrewd gueſs at your 
grievance; but though you may not be ſuffer'd 
to ſee lady Scracariſſa at firſt, yet who knows 
before long I may have intereſt enough with 
her to bring it about; aad in the mean time you 
may dine when you will with the {teward, 

J. Fun. You are exceedingly Kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, you don't think my 
lady will gainſay it? 

Mrs. 
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"Mrs. Mech. By no means; it is wonderful, 
conſidering her rank, how mild and condeſcend- 
ing ſhe is: why, but yeſterday, ſays her lady- 
ſhip to me, Though, Mrs. Mechlin, it can't be 
ſuppos'd that I ſhou'd admir any of the Fungus 
family into my prelence—— 

Z. Fun. No, no, to be ſure; not at firſt, as I 
ſaid. 

Mrs. Mech. Yet his brother, or any other re- 
lation, may dine with the ſervants every day. 

Z. Fun, Do you hear, Iſaac, there's your true, 
inherent nobility, fo humble and affable ; but 
people of real rank never have any pride; that 
is only for upſtarts. 

J. Fun. Wondertully gracious ; but here, bro- 
ther Zac. you miſtake me, it is not for myſclt [ 
am ſorry. | 

Z. Fun. Whom then ? 

J. Fun, Fer you. Don't you think that your 
wite will deſpiſe you ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. Can you ſuppoſe that you will live to- 
gether a month ? 


Z. Fun. Yes. 

J. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your 
own houſe like a paltry dependant ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. To have yourſelf and your orders con- 
temn'd by your ſervants ? 

Z. Fun. No. f 

I. Fun. To ſee your property devour'd by your 
lady's beggarly couſins, who, notwithſtanding, 
won't vouchſatg you a nod ?—— 

Z. Fun. No. 

J Fun. Can you be blind at her bidding, run 
ar her ſeading, come at her calling, dine by your- 
| {3% felt 
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ſelf when ſhe has bettermoſt company, and fleep 
ſix nightgyga week in the garret ? 
Z. Fun. No. 

I. Fun. Why, will you dare to diſobey, have 
the impudence to diſpute the ſovereign will and 
pleaſure of a lady like her? 

Z. Fun. Ay, marry will I. 

J. Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at 
your throat ? 

Z. Fun, No. 

1. Fun. Then you don't know half you will 
have to go through, 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what you 
wou'd be at; you don't mean 1 ſhou'd marry 
at all, 

I. Fun. Indeed, brother 6 you wrong 
me; I ſhou'd with pleaſure ſee you equally 


match'd, that is, to one of your own rank and 


condition, 

Z. Fun. You wou'd? I don't doubt it, but that 
is a pleaſure you never will have, Look you, 
Iſaac, I have made up my mind; it is a lady I 
like, and a lady I will have; and if you ſay any 
more, I'll not be contented with that, for dam- 
mee, I'll marry a duchels, 


Enter La FLEUR. 


La Fleur. Le Maitre pour donner d' Elo— 
quence. 

Z. Fun. What does the puppy ſay, Mrs. 
Mechlin, for you know I can't parler vous. 

Mrs. Mech. The gentleman from the city, 
that 1s to make you a ſpeaker, 


Z. Fun. 
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Z. Fun. Odzooks ! a ſpecial fine fellow, let's 
have him. | 

Mrs. Mech. Faites le entres. [ Exit La Fieus, 

J. Fun. Brother, as you are buſy, I will take 
another 

Z. Fun. No, no, this is the fineſt fellow of 
all, it is he that is to make me a man; and hark 
ye, brother, if I ſhould chance to rife in the 
ſtate, no more words, your bulinels is done, 

IJ. Fun. What, I reckon ſome member of 
parliament. 

Z. Fun. A member ; Lord help you, bro- 
ther Iſaac, this man is a whole ſenate himſelf. 
Why it is the famous orationer that has pub- 
Iiſh'd the book. _ 

J. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel, 

Z. Fun, The ſame. 

IJ. Fun. Yes, IJ have ſeen his name in the 
News. 

Z. Fun. His knowledge is wonderful; he has 
told me ſuch ſecrets : : Why do you know, Iſaac, 
by what means 'tis we ſpeak ? 

I. Fun. Speak! why we ſpeak with our 
mouths, 
E. Fun, No, we don't. 

J. Fun. No! 

Z. Fun. No. He ſays we ſpeak by means 
of the tongue, the teeth, and the throat; and 
without them we only ſhould bellow, 

J. Fun. But ſurely the mouth ; 

Z. Fun. The mouth, I tell you, is little or 
nothing, only juſt a cavity for the air to pals 
through, 

I. Fun. Indeed! 
Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity's 
1 ſmall, 
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ſmall, little funds will come out; when large, 
the great ones proceed; obſerve now in whiſt- 
ling and bawling. [whiſtles and bawls.] Do 
| you fee. Oh, he is a miraculous man. 

J. Fun. But of what uſe is all this ? 

Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, an't it; and of 
what ſignification is that, you fool! and then as 
to uſe, + he can make me ſpeak in any man- 
ner he pleaſes; as a lawyer, a merchant, a coun- 
try gentleman z whateyer the ſubject 9 
But here he is. 


Enter Mr. GRu EL. 


Mr. Gruel, your n I have been holding 
forth in your praiſe. 

Gruel. I make no doubt, Mr. Fungus, but 
to your declamation, or recitation, (as Quinti- 
lian more properly terms it) I ſhall be indebted 
for much future praiſe, in as much as the repu- 
tation of the ſcholar does (as I may ſay) confer, 
or rather as it were reflect, a marvellous kind of 
luſtre on the fame of the maſter himſelf. © 

Z. Fun. There, Iſaac! didſt ever hear the 
like? he talks juſt as if it were all out of 'a 
book; what wou'd you give to be able to utter 
ſuch wards ? 

J. Fun. And what ſhou'd I do with them? 
them holiday terms wou'd not paſs in my ſhop ; 
thereis no buying and ſelling with them. 

Gruel. Your obſervation is pithy and perti- 
nent; different ſtations different idioms demand, 
poliſhed periods accord ill with the mouths of 
mechanics; but as that tribe is permitted to cir- 
culate a baſer kind of N for the eaſe and 
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conyenience of inferior traffic, ſo it is indulg'd 
with a vernacular or vicious vulgar phraſeology, 
to carry on their interlocutory commerce; but 
doubt, Sir, I ſoar above the region of your 
comprehenſion? 

I. Fun. Why if you wou'd come down a ſtep 
or two, I can't ſay but I ſhou'd underſtand you 
the better. 

Z. Fun. And I too. 

Gruel, Then to the familiar I fall : if the gen- 
tleman has any ambition ta ſhine at a veſtry, a 
common-hall, or even a convivial club, I can 
ſupply him with ample materials, 

I. Fun. No, I have no ſuch deſire. 

Gruel. Not to loſe time; your brother here, 
(for ſuch I find the gentleman is) in other re- 
{pects a common man like yourſelf 

Z. Fun. No better. 

Gruel. Obſerve how alter'd by means of my 
art: are you prepar'd in the ſpeech on the great 
importance of trade? 

Z. Fun. Pretty well, I believe. 

Gruel. Let your eſticulations be chaſte, and 
your muſcular movements conſiſtent. | 

Z. Fun, Never fear ——[ Enter JexNY, and 

whiſpers Mrs. MecaLin.] 
Mrs. Mechlin, you'll ſtay ? 

' Mrs. Mech, A little dufineſs, I'll return in an 
inſtant, I.'kErit Mrs. MzcuLin. 

Gruel. A little here to the left, if you pleaſe, 
Sir, there you will only catch his profile—thar's 
right—now you will have ghe full force of his 


4 face; ; one, two, three; now off you go. 


Z. Fun. When I conſider the vaſt importance 
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OUS 
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ous vicifſitudes that this ſoil has ſuſtain'd; when 
I ponder what our painted progenitors were ; 
and what we, their civilized ſucceſſors, are; 
when I reflect, that they fed on crab- apples and 
cheſnut 
Cruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleaſe, 

Z. Fun. You are right; crab-apples and pig- 
nuts; and that we fealt on green-peas, and on 
cuſtards: when I trace in the recording hiſtori- 
cal page, that their floods gave them nothing but 
frogs, and now know we have fiſh by land-car- 
riage, I am loſt in amazement at the prodigious 

wer of commerce. Hail commerce daugh- 
ter of induſtry, conſort to credit, parent of opu- 
lence, full filter to liberty, and great grand- 
mother to the art of navigation 

1. Fun. Why this gentlewoman has a pedigree 
as long as your wite's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fun. Prithee Iſaac be quiet—art of navi- 
gation—2—a—'vigation, Zooks, that fel- 
low has put me quite out, 
 Gruel, It matters not; this day's performance 
has largely fulfill'd your yeſterday's promiſe. 

Z. Fun. But I han't half done, the beſt is to 
come ; let me juſt give him that part about 
rurnpegs—for the loughs, the mires, the rurts, 
the impaſſable bogs, that the languid, but ge- 
nerous, ſteed travelled through; he now pricks 
up his ears, he neighs, he canters, he capers 
through a whole region of turnpegs. 


Enter Mrs. MtEcuiin. 


Mrs. Mech. Your riding-maſter i is below. 
Z. Fun. Gadſo! then here we muſt end. 
You'l: 
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good Mr. Gruel ; for as I 
want to be a finiſhed gentleman as ſoon as I 
can, it is impoſſible for me to ſtick long to any 
one ching. | 

Gruel. Sir, Though your exit 1s rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations do, (as 
I may ſay) in ſome meaſure, cicatrize the others 
wiſe mortal wound on this occaſion ſultained by 
decorum. . 

Z. Fun, Cicatriſe! I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel, to- 
morrow we will at it again. 

Gruel. You will find me prompt at your ſlight- 
eſt volition. | 

Z. Fun. I wiſh, brother Iſaac, I could have 
ſtaid, you ſhould have heard me oration way 
like a lawyer, about pleadings and preſidents, 
but all in good time. — Exit FuxGUs, 

Mrs. Mech. This gentleman, Sir, will gain 
you valt credit, 

Gruel. Yes, ma'am, the capabilities of the 
gentleman, I confeſs, are enormous; and as to 


you I am indebted for this promiſing pupil, you 


will permit me to expunge the obligation by an 


* inſtantaneous and gratis lecture on that ſpecies 
of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 


of 
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©X Gruel. 


XZ CGruel. So to that biped, woman, ſhe partici- 
* Pa 
* 


, Mrs. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no ſort of occa- 
ion 


Gruel. As to that biped, man, (for ſuch I de- 


fine him to be) a male or maſculine manner be- 


longs — 
Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr. 


ting of his general nature, the word homo, in 
Latin, 
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Latin, being promiſcuouſly uſed as womaii or 


MNANn— 
Mrs. Mech. For Heaven's ſake— * 
Gruel. But being caſt in a more tender and 
delicate mold | 
Mrs. Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in wait- 
A - | 
Cruel, The ſoft, ſupple, inſinuating graces— 
Mrs. Mech. I muſt inſiſt 
Gruel. Do appertain, (as I may ſay) in a more 
peculiar, or particular, manner 
Mrs. Mech. Nay; then | 
Gruel. Her rank, in the order of entities.— 
Mrs. Mech. I muſt thruſt you out of my houſe. 
Gruel. Not calling her forth 
Mrs. Mech. Was there ever ſuch a—[puſhing 
bim out. ] | 


Re-enter GRUEL. 


Gruel. To thoſe eminent, hazardous, and, (as 
I may ſay) perilous conflicts, which ſo often 

Mrs. Mech. Get down ſtairs, aud be hang'd 
to you. | Puſhes him out.] There he goes, as 1 
live, from the top to the bottom; I hope, I 
han't done him a miſchicf : You ar*n't hurt, Mr. 
Gruel ?—No, all's ſafe; I hear him going on 
with his ſpeech ; an impertinent puppy! 

J. Fun. Impertinent, indeed, I wonder all 
thoſe people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I am pretty well us'd to em. 


But who comes here! Mr. Iſaac, if you will ſtep _ 
into the next room, | have ſomething to commu- 


nicate that well deſerves your attention. 
[ Exit Is a Ac Funcus. 
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or 
{ Enter SIMON. 
d Sim. Doctor Catgut at the foot of the airs, 
L Mrs. Mech. The devil he is! What can have 
t- brought him at this time of day? Watch, Simon, 
3 that nobody comes up whilſt he is here. [Exit 
* S1MOwn.] I hope he has not heard of the pretty 
| preſent we ſent him to day. 
re 
Enter Dy. CATGUT.: 
= Dr. Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I 
e. have, ma'am, received a couple of compliments 
from your manſion this morning; one I find 
ns from a lodger of your's, the other I preſume 
from your niece; but for the laſt, I rather ſup- 
pole I am indebted to you. | | 
Mrs. Mech. Me! indeed, Doctor, you are widely 
miſtaken ; I aſſure you, Sir, ſince your buſineſs 
"a3 broke out, I have never ſet eyes of her once. 
4 Dr. Cat. Then J am falſly informed. 
d Mrs. Mech. But after all you muſt own it is 
81 but what you deſerve; 1 wonder, Doctor, you 
1 don't leave off theſe tricks. 
Ir. Dr. Cat. Why what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin? 


on my conſtitution requires it. 

' Mrs. Mech, Indeed, I ſhould not have thought 
e. 
Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are fo deſ- 
perately fond. | 
= Mrs. Mech, Without doubt. | 
Dir. Cat. And for frolick, flirtation, diligence, 
> dcreſs and addreſs 
Mrs. Mech. To be fare. 


(3 Dr. 
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Dr. Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry 
few men, I flatter myſelf, will be found that can 
match me. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 

Dr. Cat. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin; let me 
periſh, child, you look divinely to-day. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed ! 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs 
on my hands, I ſhould be poſitively tempted to 
trifle with thee a little. 

Mrs. Mech, Ay, but Doctor, conſider I am 
not of a trifling age, it would be only loling 
your time. 


Dr. Cat. Ha, ſo coy! But a propos, Molly, 


this lodger of your 's; who is he, and what does 
he want ? 

Mrs. Mech. You have heard of the great Mr. 
Fungus ? 

Dr. Cat. Well! 

Mrs. Mech. Being informed of your ſkill and 
abilities, he has ſent for you to teach him to 
ſing. 

Dr. Cat. Me teach him to ſing! What does 
the ſcoundrel mean to affront me? 

Mrs. Mech. Affront you! 

Dr. Cat. Why don't you know, Child, that I 
quitted that paltry profeſſion ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not I. 

Dr. Cat. Oh, intirely renounc'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then what may you follow at 
preſent ? 

Dr. Cat. Me!—nothing. I am a poet, my 
dear. | | 

Mrs, Mech. A poet! 

Dr. Cat. A poet. The Muſes; you know I was 

always fond of the Wer K. ſuppoſe you have 
7 heard 
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heard of Shakeſpeare, and Shadwell, of Tom 
Brown, and of Milton, and Hudibras ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have. 

Dr. Cat. | ſhall blaſt all their laurels, hy gad; 
have juſt given the public a taſte, but there's a 
belly-full for them in my larder at home. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, you ſurpriſe me; 
but pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtleſs. Capital as I am, I have 
not acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech. And cou'd you communicate your 
art to another ? 

Dr. Cat. To be ſure. Why I have here in 


þ my pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhymes, 


from Z quite to great A. Let us fee, A. ay, 
here it begins, A, aſs, paſs, graſs, maſs, laſs, and 
ſo quite thro? the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, 
grounds, mounds, pounds, hounds. 

Mrs. Mech. And what do you do with thoſe 
rhymes ? | 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we ſupply them. 

Mrs. Mech. Supply them ? 

Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will ſhew 
you. Laſt week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I 


b made theſe rhimes into a duet for a new comic 
opera | have on the ſtocks, Mind, for I look 


upon the words as a model for that ſort of writ- 
ing. 


Firſt ſne.— There 10 ſee the ſluggiſb aſs, 
Through the meadows as we paſs, 
Eating up the farmer's graſs, 
Blyth and merry, by the maſs, 
As a lively country laſs, 


Mrs. Mech. Very pretty. 
G 2 Dr. 
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Dr. Cat. A᷑n't it. Then he replies, 


Hear the farmer cry out, Sounds ! 
As he trudges through the grounds, 
Zonder beaſt has broke my mounds ; 
If the pariſh has no pounds, 
Kill, and give bim to the hounds. 


Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the 
laſt ſtanza; and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, 
will run you for a couple of months. You ob- 
T7 

Mrs. Mech, Clearly. As our gentleman is 


deſirous to learn all kinds of things, I can't help 


thinking but he will take a fancy to this. 

Dr. Cat. In that caſe, he may command me, 
my dear; and I promiſe you, in a couple of 
months, he ſhall know as much of the matter 
as I do, | | 

Mrs. Mech. At preſent he is a little en- 
gaged, but as ſoon as the honey moon is 
over 

Dr. Cat. Honey-moon! Why is he going to 
be marry'd ? 

Mrs. Mech. This Evening, I fancy. 

Dr. Cat. The fineſt opportunity for an intro- 
duction, in nature; I have by me, Ma'am Mech- 
lin, of my own compoſition, ſuch an epithal- 
mium. 

Mrs. Mech. Thalmium, what's that ? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets 
compole at the ſolemnization of weddings. 

Mrs, Mech. Oh, ho! 

Dr. Cat. It is ſet to mulick already, for I ſtill 
compole ſor mylelf, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. You do? 

Dr. Cat. Yes. What think you now of pro- 
viding a band, and ſerenading the Squire to 
night? It will be a pretty extempore compli- 
ment. 

Mrs, Mech, The prettieſt thought in the 
world. But I hear Mr. Fungus's bell. You'll 
excuſe me, dear Doctor, you may ſuppole we 
are buly. 

Dr. Cat. No apology then, I'll about it this 
inſtant. 

Mrs. Mech. As ſoon as you pleaſe; any 
thing to get you out of the way. [Afide and 
exit. 

Dr. Cat. Your obſequious, good madam 
Mechlin. But notwithſtanding all your fine 
ſpecches, I ſhrewdly ſuſpect my bleſſed bargain 
at home was a preſent from you; and what ſhall 
I do with it? Theſe little embarraſſes we 
men of intrigue are eternally ſubject to. There 
will be no ſending it back. She will never let 
it enter the houſe, —Hey ! gad, a lucky thought 
is come into my head this ſcrenade is finel 
contrived. Madam Mechlin ſhall have her 
couſin again, for I will return her bye-blow in 
the body of a double baſe-viol; ſo the Bawd 
ſhall have a concert as well as the Squire.— 

[Exit Dr. CaTcuT,] 


END of the Szcond AcT, 
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SCENE Continues. 


* 
„ . * 8 * 


Eiter Harey, Lou NG LovEIT, and JENNY, 


Har py. 


E LL your miſtreſs my name is Harpy ; 
ſhe knows me, and how precious my 
time is. 
Fien. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's 
Ion? [ Exit Jenny. 
Har. The ſame. Ay, ay, young gentleman, 
this is your woman; I warrant your buſineſs is 
done, You knew Kitty Williams, that marry'd 
Mr. Abednigo Potiphar, the Jew broker ? 
2. Lov. I did. ; 
Har. And Robin Rainbow, the happy huſ- s 
band of the widow Champanſy, from the iſle of = 
St. Kitt's? N 


Z. Lov. I have ſeen him. 
Har. All owing to her. Her ſucceſs in that 


branch of buſineſs is wonderful! Why, I dare 
believe, ſince laſt ſummer, ſhe has not {ent off 
jeſs than forty couple to Edinburgh. be 

Y. Lov. Indeed! She muſt be very adroit. Þ 
Har, 
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lar. Adroit! You ſhall judge. I will tell you 
a caſe : you know the large brick houſe at Peck- 


ham, with a turret at top ? 

Z. Lov. Well. 

Har. There lived Miſs Cicely Mite, the only 
daughter of old Mite the cheeſemonger, at the 
corner of Newgate- ſtreet, juſt curn'd of fourteen, 
and under the wing of an old maiden aunt, as 
watchful as a dragon—but huſh—l hear Mrs. 
Mechlin, Fll take another ſcaſon to finiſh my 
tale. 

Z. Lov. But, Mr. Harpy, as theſe kind of 
women are a good deal given to goſſiping, I 
wou'd rather my real name was a ſecret till there 
is a ſort of neceſſity. 

Har. Goſſiping! She, lord help you, ſhe is 
as cloſe as a Catholic confeſſor. 

Y. Lov. That may be, but you muſt give me 
leave to inſiſt, 

Har. Well, well, as you pleaſe. 


Enter Mrs. MECHLIN, 


Your very humble ſervant, good madam Mech- 
lin; J have taken the liberty to introduce a 
young gentleman, a friend of mine, to craye 
your afliſtance. | | 

Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr. Harpy ; 
won't you be ſeated, Sir. 

Z. Lov. Ma'am. [They fit down.) 
nl Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I ſerve 
you t< | | | 

Har. Why, ma'am, the gentleman's ſituation 
18 but, Sir, you had better ſtate your caſe to 
Mrs. Mechlin yourſelf, 

Z. Lov. 
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Y. Lov. Why, you are to know, ma'am, that 
I am juſt eſcap'd from the Univerſity, where (l 
need not tell you) you are greatly eſteem'd. 

Mrs. Mech, Very obliging. I muſt own, Sir, 
I have had a very great reſpe& for that learned 
body, ever ſince they made a near and dear friend 
of mine a doctor of muſic. 

Z. Lov. Yes, ma'am, I remember the gentle- 
man. 

Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, Sir? I expect 
him here every minute to inſtruct a lodger of 
mine. 

Z. Lev. Not intimately. Juſt arriv'd, but 
laſt night; upon my coming to town I found my 
father deceas'd, and all his fortune devis'd to his 
reli&t, my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole ! 

Y. Lov. Every ſhilling. That is, for her 
life. 

Mrs. Mech. And to what ſum may it amount? 

Z. Lov. Why, my mother is eternally telling 
me, that after her, 1 ſhall inherit fifty or ſixty 
thouſand at leaſt. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, a capital ſum. 

Z. Lov. But of what uſe, my dear Mrs, Mech- 
lin, ſince ſhe refuſes to advance me a guinea up- 
on the credit of it, and while the graſs grows 
You know the proverb. 

Mrs. Mech. What, I ſuppoſe yon want ſome- 
thing for preſent ſubſiſtence. 

7. Lov. Juft my ſituation. ; 

Mrs. Mech. Have you thought of nothing for 
yourlelf ? 

Z. Lov. IT am reſolv'd to be guided by you. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you think of a wife? 

Z. Lov, A wife! | 

2 Mrs. 
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Ars. Mech. Come, come, don't deſpiſe my 
advice; when a young man's finances are low, 
2 wife is a much better reſource than a uſurer; 
and there are in this town a number of kind- 
hearted widows, thac take a pleaſure 1n repair- 
ing the injuries done by fortune to handſome 
young fellows, 

Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reaſon. 

Y. Lov. But, dear ma'am, what can I do with 
a wife ? . 

Mrs. Mech. Do! Why, like other young fel- 
lows who marry ladies a little ſtricken in years; 
make her your banker and ſteward, If you ſay 
bur the word, before night I'll give you a widow 
with two thouſand a year in her pocket. 

Z. Lov. Two thouſand a year ! a pretty em- 
ployment, if the reſidence cou'd but be diſpens'd 
with, 

Mrs. Mech. W hat do you mean by reſidence ? 
Do you think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, 
is to be eternally tack'd to his wife's petticoat : 
when ſhe is in town, be you in the country; as 
ſhe ſhifts do you ſhift, Why, you need not 
be with her above thirty days 1n the year; and 
let me tell you, you won't find a more caſy con- 
dition; twelve months ſubſiſtence for one month's 
labour ! 

Z. Lev Two thouſand a year, you are ſure ? 

Mrs. Mech. The leaſt penny. 

Y. Lov. Well, madam, you ſhall diſpoſe of 
me jult as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well, if you will call in half 
an hour at fartheſt, I believe we ſhall finiſh the 


buſineſs. 


H Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Preciſely. Oh, diſpatch is the 
very life and foul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will 
tell you my terms, you will find them reaſon- 
able enough. 

Har. Oh, I am ſure we ſhall have no diſpute 
about thoſe. | 
2. Lov. No, no.——{[Goine.] 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, bur Mr. Harpy, it may be 
proper to mention that the gentlewoman, the 
party, is upwards of ſixty. 

2. Lev. With all my heart; it is the purſe, 
not the perſon I want! Sixty! ſhe is quite a girl; 
I wiſh with ali my foul ſhe was ninety. 

Mrs. Mech, Get you gone, you are a devil, 
I ſee that. 

Z. Lev. Well, for half an hour, ſweet Mrs. 
Mechlin, adieu. 

Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 

Mrs. Mech. Soh! I have provided for my 
dowager from Devonſhire-ſquare, and now to 
cater tor my commiſſary. Here he comes. 


Euter FunGus and BrIDOUN. 


Jun. So, in ſix weeks Oh, Mrs. Mech- 
lin, any news from the lady ? 

Mrs. Mech. | expect her here every moment. 
She 18 conſcious that in this ſtep, ſhe deſcends 
from her dignity ; but being deſirous to ſcreen 
you from the fury of her noble relations, ſhe is 
determined to let them ſee that the act and deed 
is intirely her own. 

Fun. Very kind, very obliging indeed, Bur, 
Mrs. Mechlin, as the family is fo furious, [ 
reckon we ſhall never be reconcil'd. 


Mrs. 
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- Mrs. Mech. I don't know that. When you. 
have bought commiſſions tor her three younger 
brothers, diſcharg'd the mortgage on the pater- 
nal eſtate, and portioned off eight or nine of her 
ſiſters, it is not impoſſible but my lord may be 
prevailed on to ſuffer your name 

Tun. Do you think to? 
Mrs. Mech. But then a work of time, Mr, 
R 

Fun. Ay, ay, I know very well things 
of that kind are not brought about in a 
hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. But I muſt prepare matters for 
the lady's reception. 

Fun. By all means. The jewels are ſent to 
her ladyſhip ? 
Mrs. Mech. To be ſure. 

Fun. And the ring for her ladyſhip, and her 
ladvſhip's licence ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, and her ladyſhip's parſon 
too; all are prepar'd. 

Fun. Parſon! why won't her lady ſhip pleaſe 
to be marry'd at Pow!'s ? 

Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think 
a lady of her rank and condition would bear to 
be ſeen in public at once with a perſon like 
you ? 

Fun. That's true, I 

Mrs. Mech. No, no; I have ſent to Dr. 
Tickletext, and the buſineſs will be done in the 
parlour below, | 

Fun. As you and her ladyſhi leaſes ood 
Mrs. Mechlio, eps ty 

Mrs. Mech You will get dreſs'd as ſoon as 


H 2 Fun, 
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Fun. I ſhall only take a ſhort leſſon from 
Mr. Bridoun, and then wait her r plea- 
ſure. Mrs. Mechlin, may my brother be by? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, provided his being to is 
kept a fecret from her, 

Fun. Never fear. Exit Mrs. Mechlin.} 
Well, Mr. Bridoun, and you think I ami mended 
a little 

Brid. A great deal. 

Fun. And that in a month or fix weeks 1 
may be able to prance upon a long-tail'd horfe 
in Hyde-park, without any danger of falling ? 

Brid. Without doubt. 

Fun. It will be vaſt pleaſant, in the heat 
of the day, to canter along the King's-road, 
fide by ſide, with the ladies, in the thick of the 
duſt ; but that I muſt not hope for this ſum- 
mer. 

Brid. I don't know that, if you follow it 
cloſe. 

Fun. Never fear, I ſhan't be fparing of— 
But come, come, let us get to our buſineſs —— 


John, have the carpemers brought home my 
new horſe ? 


Euter Jon, 


Jobn. It is here, Sir, upon the top of the 


ſtairs. 

Fun. Then fetch it in, in an inſtant, | Exit 
John.] What a deal of time and trouble there 
goes, Mr. Bridoun, to the making a gentleman. 
And do your gentlemen born now (for I reckon 
you have had of all forts) take as much pains 
as we do ? 

Brid. 
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Brid. To be ſure z but they begin at an ear- 
lier age. : 
Fun. There is ſomething in that; I did not 


*X know but they might be apter, more cuterer 


now in catching their larning, 

Brid. Diſpoſitions do certainly differ. 

Fun. Ay, ay, ſomething in nater, I war- 
rant, as they ſay the children of blackamoors 
will ſwim as ſoon as they come into the 
world. 

[ Enter Servants with a wooden horſe. 
Oh, here he is, Ods me! it is a ſtately fine 
beaſt. | AC. 

Brid. Here my lads, place it here very 
well, where's your ſwitch, Mr. Fungus? | 

Fun. I have it. | 

Brid. Now let me ſee you vault nimbly into 
your ſeat. Zounds! you are got on the wrong 
ide, Mr. Fungus? | 

Fun. I am fo, indeed, but we'll ſoon rectify 
that. Now we are right: may I have leave to 


© lay hold of the mane? 


Brid. 1f you can't mount him without, 
Fun. I will try; but this ſteed is fo deviliſh 


tall —Mͤr. Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw 
= me? 


Brid, Never fear. \ 
Fun, Well, if he ſhou'd he can't kick, that's 


one comfort, however. 


Brid. Now mind your poſition. 

Fun. Stay till I recover my wind. 

Brid. Let your head be erect. 

Fun. There. 
Brid. And your ſhoulders fall eaſily back. 
Fun. Ho——there. | 


1 Brid. 
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Brid. Your ſwitch perpendicular in your right 
hand Your right——that is it, your left to 
che bridle, : 1 +5; 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Your knees 1 in, and une toes out. 

Fun. There. | | | 

Brid. Are you ready? 

Fun. When you will. 

Brid. Off you go. 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at firſt. 

Brid. Very well: preſerve gan poſition, 

Fun. I warrant, . 

Brid. Does he carry you eaſy > 

Fun. All the world like a . 
Bridoun, I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. Mind your knees. 1 

Fun. Ay, ay, I can't think but this here horſe 
ſtands ſtill very near as faſt” as another can 
gallop. 209002; 

Brid. Mind your toes. | 

Fun. Ho, Stop the horſe. Zounds | l'm out of 
the ſtirrups, I can't fit him no longer; there I 

0, — | Falls ef 

Brid. I hope you ar'n't hurt? 

Fun. My left hip has a little confuſion. 

Brid. A trifle, quite an accident, it might 
happen to the 2 beſt rider in England. 

Fun. Indeed! 

Brid. We a ſuch things happen every 
day at the mts. of ; bur you are vaſtly im- 
prov'd. 

Fun. Why, Lam grown bolder a little; and, 
Mr. Bridoun, when do you think I may venture 
to ride a live horſe ? 


Brid, 


But, Mr. 
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Brid. The very inſtant you are able to keep 
your ſeat on a dead one. 


Enter Mrs, MECHLIN. 


Mrs. Mech. Bleſs me, Mr. Fungus, how you 
are trifling your time! I expect lady Sachariſſa 
every moment, and ſee what a trim you are in. 

Fun. I beg pardon, good madam Mechlin. 
I'll be equipp'd in a couple of minutes; where 
will her ladyſhip pleaſe to receive? 

Mrs. Mech. In this room, to be ſure; come, 
ſtir, ſtir, | 

Fun. I have had a little fall from my horſe. — 
I'll go as faſt as Mr. Bridoun, will you lend 
me a lift? [Exeunt Fungus end Bridoun. 

Mrs. Mech. There Jenny, ſhow Mrs. 
Loveit in here Who's there — | 


Enter SERVANTS. 


Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. 
Come, come, make haſte. Madam, if you'll 
ſtep in here for a moment. 


Enter Mrs. LovEirT. 


Mrs. Lov. So, ſo, Mrs. Mechlin ; well, you 


ſee I am true to my time; and how have you 
throve, my good woman ? 


Mrs. Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Mrs. Lov. Indeed! And have you provided 
a party ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and ſuch a party, you might 
ſearch the town round before you cou'd meet 
with 
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with his fellow: he'll ſuit you 1o every re- 
ſpect. 

Mrs. Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? 

Mrs. Mech, A gentleman by birth and by 
breeding, none of your little der ſnapper 
Jacks, but a countenance as comely, and a pre- 
ſence as portly ; he has one fault indeed, if you 
can but overlook that. 

Mrs. Lov. What is it? 

Mrs. Mech. His age. | 

Mrs. Love. Age! how, how? 

Mrs. Mech. Why, he is rather under your 
mark, I am afraid; not above twenty at moſt. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, well, ſo he anſwers in every 
thing elſe, we muſt overlook that; for, Mrs. 
Mechlin, there is no expecting perfection below. 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov, And where is he? 

Mrs. Mech. I look for him every minute; if 
you will but ſtep into the drawing-room, I have 
given him ſuch a picture, that 1 am ſure he is 
full as impatient as you. 

Mrs. Lov. My dear woman, you are ſo kind 
and obliging: but, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look? 
don't flatter me, do you think my figure will 
ſtrike him ? 

Mrs, Mech. Or he muſt be blind. 

Ars. Lov, You may juſt hint black don't be- 
come me, that I am a little paler of late; the 
loſs of a huſband one loves will cauſe an altera- 
tion, you know. 

Mrs. Mech. True; oh, he will make an al- 
lowance for that. 

Mrs. Lov. But things will come round in a 
trice, [Exit Mrs, Loveit. 

Enter 
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Enter SIMON, 


Sim. Madam, mis Dolly is dizen'd out, and 
every thing ready, 

Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the commiſſary 
hert, I will introduce him the inſtant he is 
dreſs'd, [ Exit Mrs. Mechlin, 

Fim. Miſs Dolly, vou may come in, your aunt 
will be here in an inſtant, 


Enjer Doll and JIENNV. 


Dolly. Huſh, Simon, huſh, to your poſt. 
Sim. | am gone [Exit Simon. 

Dolly. Well, Jenny, and have ] the true qua- 
lity air ? 

Jen. As perfectly, ma'am, as if you had been 
bred to the buline's; and for figure, I dety the 
firſt or them all. For my part, I think Mr. Fun- 
gus very well off; when the ſecret comes our I 
don t ſee what right he has to be angry. 

Dolly. Oh, when once he is noos'd, let him 
nie as much as he will, the cord will be 
drawn only the tighter. 

Jen. Ay, ay, we may truſt to your manage- 
ment. I hope, mils, I ſhall have the honour to 
follow your fortunes. ; there will be no bearing 
this houſe, when once you have left it. 

Dolly. No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to 
hs my aunt of ſo uſeful a ſecond ; beſides, for 
miſtreſs and maid, we rather know one another 


= little too well. 


Jen. Indeed! but here comes Mr. Fungus ; 


' remember diſtance and dignity, 


I Dolly. 
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Dolly. 1 warrant you, wench. 

Jen. So, I ſee what I have to hope. Our 
young filly ſeems to be ſecure of her match; 
but 1 may joſtle her the wrong fide the poſt : 
we will have a trial, however, but I muſt fee 
and find out the brother. 


% 


Enter Z. Fuxncus, and Mrs. MEcnLin. 


Fun. Yes, Scarlet is vaſtly becoming, and 
takes very much with the ladies; quite proper 
too, as I have been 1n the army. 

Mrs. Mech. Stay where you are till you are 
announc'd to the lady. Mr. Fungus begs leave 
to throw bimſelt at your ladyſhip's feet. 

D:l'y. The mon may dra nigh. 

Mrs. Mech. Approach. 

Fun. One, two, three, ha! Will that do? 

Mrs. Mech, Pretty well. 

Fun. May I begin to make love ? 

Mrs. Mech. When you will. | | 

Fun. Now ſtand my friend, Mr. Gruel. But 
ſhe has ſuch a deal of dignity that ſhe daſhes 
me quite. 

Mrs. Mech. Courage. | 

Fun. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in 
caſe I ſhou'd ſtumble—Madam, or, May it pleaſe 
your ladyſhip, When I preponderate the gran- 
deur of your high ginnyalogy, and the mercan- 
tile meanneſs of my dingy deſcent; when I con- 
ſider that your anceſtors, like admiral Anſon, 
ſail'd all round the world in the ark; and that it 
is a matter of doubt, whether I ever had any 
forefathers or no; I totter, I tremble, at the 

thoughts 
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thoughts of my towering ambition Aha, is 
not Phaeton next? 

Mrs. Mech. Hey [ Looking at the paper.) 
No, Luna. 

Fung. Right ;—ambition—dignity how de- 
bas'd, diſtance how great it is as if the link 
ſhou'd demand an alliance with Luna ; or the 
buſhy-bramble court the boughs of the ſtately 
Scotch fir; it is as if What's next? 

Mrs. Mech. Next—hey!— I have loſt the 
wg I am afraid—Come, come, enough has 

en ſaid; you have ſhew'd the ſenſe you en- 
tertain of the honour. Upon thele occaſions, 
a third perſon 1s fitteſt to cut matters ſhort. 
Your ladyſhip hears that 

Dolly. Yes, yes, I keen weel enough what the 
mon * be at. Mrs. Mechlin has ſpear'd ſike 
things in your great commendations, Mr. Fun- 
gus, that I cannot but ſay I clik'd a fancy to 
you from the very beginning, 

Fung. Much oblig'd to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, 
pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. You ken I am of as auncient a family 
as any North Briton can boaſt. 

Fung. I know it full well, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. And that I ſhall get the ill-wull of a 
my kin by this match, 

Fung. I am ſorry for that, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. Bur after the ceremony it wiil be pro- 
Per to withdraw from town' for a ſhort ſpace 
o'time, 


Fun, Pleaſe your la'ſhip, what your ſhip 


pleaſes. 

Daly. In order to gi that goſſip, Scandal, juſt 
£7.” time to tire her tongue. | 
_ - 12 Fun. 
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Fun. True, your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. 1 mun expect that the folk will mk 
free wi' my character in chooſing ſike a conſort 
as you. 

Fun. And with me too, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Doliy. WY you, mon! 

Mrs. Mech. Hold your tongue. 

Dolly. Donna you think the honor will dra 

mickle envy envy upon you. 

Fun. Oh, to be ſure, pleaſe your la'ſhip. I 
did not mean that. 

Dolly. Weel, I ſay we'll gang into the country. 

Fun. As ſoon as your la'ſhip pleales ; I have 
a ſweet houſe hard by Reading. 

Dolly. You ha'; that's right. 

Fun, One of the molt pleatanteſt places that 

can be again. 
Dolly. Ha' you a good proſpect? | 
Fun, Twenty ſtage-coaches drive every day 


by the door, beſides carts and gentlemen's car- 
rages, 


Dolly. Ab, that will 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, your ladyſhip will find all 
things prepar'd: in the next room the attorney 
waits with the writings, 

Fun. I he honour of your la'ſhip" s hand 

Dolly, Maiſter F ungus. you're a little too 
haſty. [ Exit Dolly. 

Mrs. Mech, Not till after the nuptials; you 
muſt not expect to be too familiar at firit. 

Fun. Pray, when do you think we ſhall bring 
the bedding abour? _ 

Mrs. Mech. About the latter end of the en 
when the winter ſets in. 

Fun. Not before 
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Enter Yung LoveiT, haſtily. 


Z. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not 
exceeded my hour; but expected Mr. Harpy 
wou'd call. BP 

Mrs. Mech. He is in the next room with a 
lady. Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is am- 
birious of obtaining the nuprial Benediction irom 
the ſame hends after you. | 

Fun. He's heartily welcome : What, and 1s 
his wife a woman ol quality too? 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a cit; but monſtrouſly 
rich; but your lady will wonder 

Fun. Ay, ay, but you'll follow; tor I ſhar't 
know what to ſay to her whcn we are alone.— 

[ Exi; Fungus, 

Mrs. Mech, I will ſend. you, Sir, yuur ſpouſe 
in an inſtant : the gentlewoman is a widow, ſo 
you may throw in what raptures you pleale, 

Z. Lov. Never fear, _ [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 
And yet this ſcene is ſo new, how to ac- 
quit mylel{—let me recollect - ſome piece of a 
play now.—““ Vouchſafe divine perfection“ — 
No, that won't do fr a dowager; it is too 
humble and whining. Bui ſee, the door opens, 
lo I have no time for rehearial | have It— 


* Clalp'd in the folds of love Il meet my doom, 
* And act my” — 


Enter Mrs. Loveir. 


Mrs. Lov. Hah ! 

Z. Lov. By all that's monſtrous, mv mother! 

Mrs, Lev. That rebel my fon, as 1 live! 
K Z. Lov, 
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Z. Lov. The quotation was quite a- propos: 
had it been a little darker, I might have reviv'd 
the ſtory of CEdipus. 

Mrs. Lov. So, Sirrah, what makes you from 
your ſtudies ? 

Z. Lov. A ſmall hint I receiv'd of your in- 
clinations brought me here, ma'am, in order to 
prevent, if poſſible, my father's fortune from 
going out of the family. | 

Mrs. Lov. Your father ! how dare you diſturb 
his dear aſhes ; you know well enough how his 
dear memory melts me; and that at his very 
name my heart is ready to break. 

4 Z. Lov. Well ſaid, my old matron of Ephe- 
us. 

Mrs, Lov. That is what you want, you diſ- 
obedient unnatural monſter ; but compleat, ac- 
compliſh your cruelty : ſend me the ſame road 
your villanies forc'd your father to take. 


Enter Mrs. MECHLIN. 


Mrs. Mech. Hey-day ! What the deuce have 
we here; our old lady in tears 
Mes. Lov. Diſappointed a little; that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Pray, ma' am, what can occa- 
fon—— 

Mrs. Lov. Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, what 
a blunder you have made. | 

Mrs. Mech. A blunder ! as how ? 

Mrs. Lov. Do you know who you have brought 
me ? 

Mrs. Mech, Not perfectly. 

Mrs. Lov. My own fon ! that's all. 

Mrs. Mech, Your ſon! 
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2 Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural— 
d 3 Mrs. Mech, Blunder indeed ! But who cou'd 
2 have thought it; why, by your account, ma'am, 
n I imagin'd your ſon was a child ſcarce out of his 
= frocks. | 
- Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, ſo my 
o Þ reputation will be blaſted for ever. 
m MM. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't 
| | to me, | 1 - 
b | 
is Enter Fuxous and DOLLY. 
* 
Fun. What is the matter; you make ſuch a 
e- ** noiſe, there is no ſuch thing as minding the 
* writings, . "Bf | 
iſ- * Mrs Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend 
c- of mine, not having ſet eyes on her fon ſince 
ad > the death of his father; and being appriſed by 
me, that here ſhe might meet with him, came 
with a true paternal affection to give him a lit- 
= tle wholſome advice. 
* Mrs. Lev. Well ſaid, Mrs. Mechlin. 
we Mrs. Mech. Which the young man returned 


in a way fo brutal and barbarous, that his poor 
- 8 mother be comforted, ma' am; you had better 
ca- 1 repoſe on my bed. | | 
Mrs. Lov. Any where to get out of his ſight. 
hat © Mrs. Mech, Here, Jenny. | 
Mrs. Lov. Do you think you can procure me 
another party, «Ht 
Mrs. Mech. Never doubt it. | 
Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh— Exit coughing 
Mrs. Mech. Bear up a little, ma'am. 
Fun. Fye upon you, you have thrown the 


% old gentlewoman into the ſtericks, 6 
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2 Lev Sir f 427 


Fun You a man, Jy are a ſeandal, a ſhame 
to your ſect. 3 


« . 
* 


Enter Dr. CaTcurT. 


*\+ w.4 


Dr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are 
the couple pre pat'd; the fiddles are tun'd, the 
bows ready roſin'd, and the whole band—Oh, 
you, Sir, arc one paity 1 reckon, but where is 
the Au, Dolly, what are you here, my dear? 

D-lly. Son! 

Fi Dolly Who the devil can this be? 


Dr. Cat. As niet and as ſpruc= too, the bride- 


mad I Watrant: Why you look as blooming, 
you. ſlur. J 
Lun What 6 this be? hark ye, Sir! 


De Cat. Well, Sir. | 
Fun. Don't you think you are ether too fa- 


fmil.ar aitha lady of her rank and condition? , 


Dr. Cat. Ra & and.condition: wha”, Dolly? 
Fun. Dolly! what a plague poſſeſſes the man ; 
this is no Dolly, 1 tell Fu. 
Dy Cat. No! r- 


Fun. No, this is lady Scracarifſa Mackirkin- 


cratt, 
Dr. cat Who? 

Fun. Deſcended from the old, old, old earl of 
Glendowery. ' | 

Dr. Cat. What ſhe, Dolly Mechlin ? 

Fun. Dolly Devil, the man's out of his wits, 
Þ believe, 
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Enter Mrs. MchliIx. 
Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, will you ſet this matter 


to rights ? 


Mrs. Mech. How, Dr. Catgut 

Fun. The ſtrangeſt fellow here has danc'd up- 
ſtairs, and has Noily, Doty, Dolly'd my lady; 
who the plague can he be ? 

Dy. Cat. Oh, a-propos, Molly Mechlin, what 
is this the man that is to be married? the mar- 
riage will never hold good; why he is more 
frantic and madder 


Fun. Mad ! John fetch me the foils | ; PII carte 


and tierce you, you ſcoundrel. 


Enter IsAAc FunGus and JENNY. 


J. Fun. Where's brother, it a'n't over; you 
be*n't marry'd, I hope. 

Z. Fun, No, I believe not; why, what is 
the — 

J. Fun. Pretty hands you are got into! Your 
ſervant, good madatn ;+ what this is the perſon, 
I warrant ; ay, how eur, the puppet is painted; 
do you know who ſhe is ? 

Z. Fun. Who ſhe is ? without doubt. 

J. Fun, No, you don't, brother Zac. only the 
ſpawn of that devil incarnate, dreſs'd out as— 

Z. Fun. But hark ye, Iſaac, are don't be 
in a hurry—are you ſure— 

Z. Fun. Sure—the girl of the houſe, abhor- 
ring their ſcandalous project, has freely confeſſed 


= the whole ſcheme. Jenny, ſtand forth, and an- 


ſwer boldly to what I ſhall aſk, Is not this wench 
the woman's niece of the houſe ? 
K Jen, 


wo — 
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Jen. I fancy ſhe will hardly deny it. 

1. Fun. And is not this miſtrets of mon a 
moſt profligate 

Mrs. Mech. Come, come, Maſter as I will 
ſave you the trouble, and cut this matter ſhort 
in an inſtant :—well then, this girl, this Dolly, 
is my niece; and what then? | 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you aham'dꝰ 

Y. Lev. She aſham'd ! I wou'd have told you, 
but I cou'd not get you to liſten; why ſhe brought 
me here to mariy my mother. 

Z. Fun. Marry your mother | Lord have 
mercy on us, what a monſter ! to draw a young 
man in to be guilty of inceaſe. But hark ye, 
brother aac, [ey retire ] | 

Dr. Cat Gads my life, what a ſweet project 
1 have help'd to deſtroy ; but come, Dolly, I'll 
piece thy 2 fortunes again; thou haſt a 
good pretty voice, I'll teach thee a thrill and a 
ſhake, perch thee amongſt the toughs at one of 
the gardens ; and then as a miſtrels, which, as 
the world goes, is a much better ſtation Kan 
that of a wife, not the pioudeſt of them all 
Mrs. Mecb. Miſtreſs! No, no, we have not 
manag'd our matters ſo badly. Hark ye, Mr. 
| Commillary. 

Z. Fun. Well, what do you want ? 

Mrs. Mech. Do you propoſe to conſummate 

your nuptials ? 

Z Fen. That's a pretty queſtion, indeed, 

Mrs. Mech. You have no objection theh to 
pay ing the: Laney. the contract here that Mr. 

Harpy has drawn. 
Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother Tfaac, 

4 Fun. Let me ſee its 
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THE COMMISSARY. 65 


Mrs. Mech. Soft you there, my maker of 
candles, it is as well where it is; but you need 
not doubt of its goodneſs; I promile you the 
beſt advice has been taken. 

Z. Fun What a damn'd hend, what a harpy ! 

Mrs. Mech. And why ſo, my good maſter 
Fungus; is it becauſe I have practis'd that trade 
by ferail' which you have carried on in the groſs? 
What injury do I do the world? I feed on their 
follies, 'tis true; and the game, the plunder, is 
fair; but the fangs of you and your tribe, 


A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel: 


To their candour and juſtice I make my appeal; 


Tho' a poor humble ſcourge in a national cauſe, 


As I truſt 1 deſerve, I demand your applauſe. 
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Written and Spoken by Mr. GznTLEMAN. 


P ROLOGUES, like cards of compliment, we find, 
Moſt as unmeaning as politely kind; | 
To beg a favour, or to plead” excuſe, 
Of both appears to be the gen ral uſe. 

Shall my words, tipt with flattery, prepare 

A hind exertion of your tend reſi care ? 

Shall I preſent our Author to your fight, 

All pale and trembling for his fate this night ? 
Shall I ſollicit the moſt pot rf arms 

To aid his cauſe—the force of beauty's charms ? 
Or tell each critic, his approving taſte 

Muſt give the ſterling lamp, wherever plac'd ? 
This might be done—but ſo to jeek applauſe 
Argues a conſetous weakneſs in the cauſe. 

No let the Muſe in ſample truth appear, 
Reaſon and Nature are the judges here + 

If by their fl11ft and ſelf- deſcribing laws, 

The ſev'ral characters to- night fhe draws ; 

If from the whole a pleaſing piece is made, 

On the true principles of light and ſhade ; 
Struck with the harmony of juſt deſign, 

Your eyes— your ears—your hearts, will all combine 
To grant applauſe :—but if an erring hand 

Gr ofs diſpropo tion marks in motley band, 

If the group d figures falſe connextons ſhow, 
And glaring covours without. meaning glow, 
Tour wounded feelings, turn'd a diff rent way, 
Will juftly demn—th abortion of a play. 

As Farquhar has chſerv'd, aur Engliſh law, 
Like a fair ſpreading cat, the Muſe ſhould draw, 
By Providence deſigu d, and wiſdom made 
For howeſty to thrive beneath its ſhade ; 

Yet from its boughs ſome inſects ſhelter find, 
Dead to each nebler feeling of the mind, 
Via thrive, alas ! tos well, and never ceaſe 


To prey on juſtice, property, and peace, 
2 


PR OL OG UE. 


At ſuch to- night, with other legal game, 
Our vent rous author takes ſatiric aim; 
And brings, be hopes, originals to view, 
Nor pilfers from ih Old Magpie, nor the New®. "F 
But will to Candour chearfully ſubmit ; 1 
She reigns in boxes, galleries, and pit. "= 


* Alluding to Mr, Garriek's Prologue to the Jubilee. 


Dramatis Perſona. 3 


M E N. * 
Sir LoKE Lime, Mr. Foote. | 
Serjeant CIx cuir, Mr. Vandermere. 
Colonel SecrET, Mr. Robſon. 
1 Jes, wan, | 
13 Mr. WooprorD, Mr. Knowles. 9 
N ! | Mr. FaixrLay, Vr. Wheeler. 
{1 Firſt SERVANTr, Mr. Dancer. 
[ Second SERVANT, Mr. Griffubs. 
b WOMEN. 
bl Mrs, Cixcv1t, Mrs. Gardner: 
. CHARLOT, Mrs. Tewell. 
. Mrs. SIM ER, Mrs. Saunders. 2 
4 Bzrry, Mrs. Read, 2 
| 4 
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LAME LOVER. 


HEE 


HERE EHES 


„ 5 
Enter Serjeant CiRcuiT and CHARLOT. 


CHARL Of. 


de Tell you, Sir, his love to me is all a 


% bs LF, pretence: it is amazing that you, 
I who are ſo acute, ſo quick in diſ- 


+ SO cerning on other occaſions, ſhould 
SXXXXX be ſo blind upon this. 


8 E RJ EAN T. 


But where are your proofs, Charlot? What 


ſignifies your opening matters Which your evi- 
dence cannot ſupport? 


Surely, Sir, ſtrong circumſtances in every 
court ſhould have weight. 
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2 THE LAME LOVE R. 


SERJEANT. 

So they have collaterally, child, that is by way 
as it were of corroboration, or where matters are 
doubtful; then indeed, as Plowden wiſely, ob- 
ſerves © Les circonſtances ajout beaucoup de- 
« poids aux faits. - You underſtand me? 


CHARL OT, 
Not perfectly well. 


SERJEAN T. 

Then to explain by caſe in point; A, we 
will ſuppoſe, my dear, robs B of a watch upon 
Hounſlow heath—dy'e mind, child ? 


CHARLOT. 
I do, Sir. 
SERJEANT. 


A, is taken up and indicted; B ſwears poſi- 
tively to the idenity of A.—Dy'e obſerve ? 


: CHARLOT. 
Attentively. 
8 ER IE ANT. 


Then what does me A, but ſets up the alibi 
C, to defeat the affidavit of B. Lou take me. 


CHARLOT. 
Clearly. ; 
SERJEANT. 
So far you ſee then the ballance is even. 
CHEHEXXSFT LE © TFT 

True. 

SERJEANT. 

But then to turn the ſcale, child, againſt A, in 
favour of B, they produce the circumſtance D, 
viz. B's watch found in the pocket of A; ſpon 

whic 
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THE LAME LOVER. 3 


which, the teſtimony of C being contradicted 
by B,—no, by D,—why then A, that is to ſay C, 
—no D,—Joining B, they convict C,—no, no, 


A,—againſt the affidavit of C.—So this being 


pretty clear, child, I leave the application to you. 


C HAR LOT. 
Very obliging, Sir. But ſuppoſe now, Sir, it 


ſhould appear that the attention of Sir Luke 


Limp is directed to ſome other object, would 
not that induce you to 


SERJEAN T. 

Other obje&t! Where ? 
CHARLOT. 

In this very houſe. 
SERJEANT. 


Here ! why the girl is non compos; there's 
nobody here, child, but a parcel of Abigals. 


CHARLOT. 
No, Sir ? 


SERJEAN T. 
No. 


CHARLOT, 
Yes, Sir, one perſon elſe. 


$SERJEANT. 
Who is that ? 
: CHARLOT. 


But remember, Sir, my accuſation 1s confined 
to Sir Luke. 


SERIE ANT. 
Well, well. 
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4 THE LAME LOVER. 


CHARLOT, 


Suppoſe then, Sir, thoſe powerful charms 

which made a conqueſt of you, may have ex- 

tended their empire over the heart of Sir Luke? 
SERJEANT. 


Why, huſſy, you don't hint at your mother- 
in-law ? | 
CHARLOT. 
Indeed, Sir, but I do. 


SERIE AN x. 

Ay; why this is point blank treaſon againſt 
my ſovereign authority: but can you, Charlot, 
bring proof of any overt acts? 


C HARL OT 
Overt acts! 


| SERJEAN T. 

Ay; that is any declaration by writing, or 
even word of mouth is ſufficient ; then let 'em 
demur if they dare. 

CHARL OT. 

I can't ſay that, Sir; but anorher organ has 

been pretty explicit. 


SERJEAN T. 
Which? 


CHARLOT. 
In thoſe caſes a very infallible one—the eye. 
| SERJEANT. 
Pſhaw! nonſenſe and ſtuff. — The eye The 
eye has no authority in a court of law. 
CHARLOT. 


Perhaps not, Sir; but it is a deciſive evidence 
in a court of love. | 


18 
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SERJEANT. 

Hark you, huſſy, why you would not file an 
information againſt the virtue of madam your 
mother; you would not inſinuate that ſhe has 
been guilty of crim. con, ? 

CHARLOT. 

Sir, you miſtake me; it is not the lady, but 

the gentleman I am about to impeach. 
SERJEAN T. 

Have a care, Charlot ! I ſee on what ground 

your action is founded —Jjealouſy. 
C H AR L OT. 


You were never more deceiv'd in your life; 
for it is impoſſible, my dear Sir, that jealouſy can 
ſubſiſt without love. 


SERJEANT. 
Well. 


CHAR-L.OT 


And from that paſſion (thank heaven) I am 
pretty free at preſent. 


SERJEAN x. 
Indeed 


C HAAR LO. 
A ſweet object to excite tender deſires! 


SERJEANT. 
And why not, huſſy? 


CHARLO r. 
Firſt as to his years. 


' SERJEANT.. 
What then ? 
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6 THE LAME LOVE R. 
CHARLOT. 


I own, Sir, age procures honor, but 1 believe 
it is very rarely productive of love. 


SERJEANT, 


Mighty well. | 
CHARLOT. 


And tho the loſs of a leg can't be imputed to 
Sir Luke Limp as a fault— 


SERJEANT. 
How! 

CHARLOT, 
I hope, Sir, at leaſt you will allow it a misfor- 
Tune, 
— SERJEANT. 
Indeed ! 

CHARLOT. 


A pretty thing truly, for a girl, at my time of 
life, to be ty'd to a man with one foot in the 


— 
S ERIJ EAN. 

One foot in the grave! the reſt of his body is 
not a whit the nearer for that.— There has = 
only an execution iſſued againſt part of his per- 
ſonals, his real eſtate is unencumbered and free 
— beſides, you ſee he does not mind it a whit, 
but is as alert, and as merry, as a defendant after 
non-ſuiting a plaintiff for omitting an S. 


CTHARLOT. 


O! Sir! I know how proud Sir Luke is of his 
leg, and have often heard him declare, that he 
would not change his bit of timber for the beſt 
fleſh and bone in the kingdom. 
OTE S E R- 


A THELAME LOVER. 7 
k SERJEANT, 

e There's a hero for you! 
2 CHARLO T. 
© To be ſure, ſuſtaining unavoidable evils 
; with conſtancy is a certain ſign of greatneſs of 


mind. 


SERJEAN T. 
Doubtleſs. 
. 


But then to derive a vanity from a misfortune, 
will not I'm afraid be admitted as a vaſt inſtance 
of wiſdom, and indeed looks as if the man had 
nothing better to diſtinguiſh himſelf by. 

SEREANT:. 
How does that follow ? \ 


CHARLOT. 


orf By inunendo. 


be SERJEANT. 
—* Negatur. | 
5 G HARLO . 
5 HhHeſides, Sir, I have other proofs of your he- 
en XX ro's vanity, not inferior to that I have mention'd, 
r- | SERJEANT. 
ce Cite them. 
it, CHARLOT. 
ter The paltry ambition of levying and following 
titles. 
= SERJEAN I. 
his Titles! J don't underſtand you? 
he Wi CHARLOT. 
1 8 Imean the poverty of faſtening in public upon 
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8 THE LAME LOVER. 


cauſe of their rank; adhering to Sir John till 
the Baronet is ſuperceded by my Lord; quitting 
the puny Peer for an Earl; and facrificing all 
three to a Duke, 


SERJEANT. 
Keeping good company ! a laudable ambition! 
CHARLOT. 
True, Sir, if the virtues that procur'd the 
father a peerage, could with that be entail'd on 


the ſon. | 
SERJEAN T. 


Have a care, hufſy—there are ſevere laws 
againſt ſpeaking evil of dignities.— 
CHARLO T. 
Sir! | 
SERJEAN TT. 

Scandalum magnatum 1s a ſtatute muſt not be 
trifled with: why you are not one of thoſe vulgar 
ſluts that think a man the worſe for being a Lord? 

CHARL©OT. 

No, Sir; I am contented with only, not think- 
ing him the better. 

SERJEANT. 

For all this, I believe, huſſy, a right honour- 
able propoſal would ſoon make you alter your 


mind. | 
* . &. i OW FO 0 By be 


Not unleſs the propoſer had other qualities 
than what he poſſeſſes by patent. Beſides, Sir, 
you know Sir Luke is a devotee to the bottle. 


SERJEAN T. 
Not a whit the leſs honeſt for that. 
| C H A R- 
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X THE LAME LOVER. 9 
— CHARLOT. 


83 It occaſions one evil at leaſt; that when 
| XX under its influence, he generally reveals all, 


ſometimes more than he knows. 


SERJEAN T, 


Proofs of an open temper, you baggage + but, 
come, come, all theſe are but trifling objections. 


C HAR L Of. 
You mean, Sir, they prove the object a trifle. 
SERIE AN x. 
Why you pert jade, do you play on my words? 
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Ik fay Sir Luke is— 

2 C HARL Or. 

4 f Nobody. 

1 S ERIE ANI. 
7 Nobody ! how the deuce do you make that 
- Xx out?—He is neither perſon attained or out- 
> X77 law'd, may in any of his majeſty's courts ſue 


or be ſued, appear by attorney, or in propria 
> perſona, can acquire, buy, procure, purchaſe, 
;- X poſſeſs, and inherit, not only perſonalities, ſuch 

as goods, and chattels, but even realities, as 
all lands, tenements, and hereditaments, what- 
ſoever, and whereſoever. 
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r C H AR L OT. 
1 But, Sir 
1 8 ER IE ANT. : 
I . 6 
3 Nay, further child, he may ſell, give, be- 
r, 8 ſtow, bequeath, deviſe, demiſe, leaſe, or to vx 
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oo THE LAME LOVER. 


CHARLOT. 

Without doubr, Sir ; but there are notwith- 

ſtanding in this town a great number of nobo- 
dies, not deſcribed by lord Coke. 


SERJEANT. 
Hey! 
| CHARLOT. 
There 1s your next-door neighbour, Sir Har- 
ry Hen, an abſolute blank. 


SERJEANT, 
How ſo, Mrs. Pert ? | 
CHARLOT. 
What, Sir! a man who is not ſuffer'd to heas, 
ſee, ſmell, or in ſhort to enjoy the free uſe of any 
one of his ſenſes; who, inſtead of having a po- 
ſitive will of his own, is deny'd even a paltry ne- 
gative; who can neither reſolve pr reply, conſent 
or deny, without firſt obtaining the leave of his 
lady: an abſolute monarch to fink into the 
ineaking ſtate of being a ſlave to one of his ſub- 
jects—Oh tyet 
SERJEANT. 
a Why, to be ſure, Sir Harry Hen, is as I may 
v — 
1 | CHARLOT. 
Nobody Sir, in the fulleſt ſenſe of the word— 
Then your client Lord Solo, 


SERJEAN T. 


Heyday !—Why you would not annihilate a 
r of the realm, with a prodigious eſtate and 
an allow'd judge too of the elegant arts. 


* 
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| CHARLOT, 

O yes; Sir, I am no ftranger to that noble- 
man's attributes; bur then, Sir, pleaſe to conſi- 
der, his power as a peer he gives up to a proxy; 
the direction of his eſtate, to a rapacious, artful 
attorney: and as to his ſkill in the elegant arts, 
[ preſume you confine them to painting and 
muſic, he 1s directed in the firſt by Mynheer 
Van Eiſel, a Dutch dauber; and in the laſt is 
but the echo of Signora Florenza, his lord- 
ſhip's miſtreſs and an opera linger. 


SERJEANT. 
Mercy upon us! at what a rate the jade runs! 


CHARL OT. 

In ſhort, Sir, | define every individual who, 
ceaſing to act for himſelf, becomes the tool, the 
mere engine of another man's will, to be nothing 
more than a cypher. | 


SER]JEAN T. 


Ar this rate the jade will half unpeople the 
world : but what 1s all this to Sir Luke? to 
him, not one of your caſes apply. 


CHARUTOT. 


Every one—Sir Luke has not a firſt princi- 
ple in his whole compoſition ; not only his plea- 
lures, but even his paſſions are prompted by 
others; and he is as much directed to the ob- 
jects of his love and his hatred, as in his eating, 
drinking, and dreſſing. Nay, though he 1s 
active, and eternally buſy, yet his on private 
affairs are neglected; and he would not ſcruple 
to break an appointment that was to determine 
a conſiderable part of his property, in order to 
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exchange a couple of hounds for a lord, or. te 
buy a pad-nag for a lady. In a word—but he's 
at hand, and will explain himſelf beſt ; I hear 
his ſtump on the ſtairs. 


SERJEAN T, 


I hope ter will preſerve a little decency be- 
fore your lover at leaſt. | 


+ 'CHARLOT:. 
Lover ! ha, ha, ha! 


Enter Sir Luxx Line. 


Sir LUKE. 
Mr. Serjeant, your flave—Ah! are you there 
my little—O Lord ! Miſs, let me tell you 
ſomething for fear of forgetting—Do you know 
that you are new chriſten'd, and have had me 
for a goſſip? 
CHARLOT. 
Chriſten'd ! 1 don't underſtand you, 
Sir LUKE. 


Then lend me your ear—Why laſt night, as 
Colonel KilVem, Sir William Weezy, Lord Fre- 
derick Foretop, and I were careleſsly ſliding the 
Ranelagh round, picking our teeth, after a 
damn'd muzzy dinner at Poodle 's, who ſhould 

trip by but an abbeſs, well known about town, 
with a ſmart little nun in her ſuite. Says Weezy 
(who, between ourſelves, is as huſky as hell) 
Who is that ? odds fleſh, ſhe's a delicate wench ! 
Zounds! cried Lord Frederick, where can 
Weezy have been, not to have ſeen the Harietta 
before? for you muſt know Frederick is a bit 
of Macaroni, and adores the ſoft Italian termi· 
Pation in a. 
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4 CHARLOT. 

He does ? 

Sir LUKE. 

Yes, a delitanti all over.—Before ? replied 
Weezy ; cruſh me if ever I ſaw any thing half 
ſo handſome-before !-—No ! replied [ in an in- 
fant ; Colonel, what will Weezy ſay when he 
ſees the Charlotta ?—Hey ! you little 

CHARLOT. 

Meaning me, I preſume. 

Sir LUKE. 

Without doubt; and you have been toaſted 
by that name ever ſince. 

SERJEANT. 
What a vaſt fund of ſpirits he has 


Sir LUKE. 
And why not, my old ſplitter of cauſes ? 


SERJEAN T. 


I was juſt telling Charlot, that you was not a 
whit the worſe for the loſs, | 


Sir LU K E. 


The worſe! much the better, my dear. Con- 
ſider, I can have neither ſtrain, ſplint, ſpavin, 
or gout ; have no fear of corns, kibes, or that 
another man ſhould kick my ſhins, or tread on 
my toes, 


| SERJEAN T. 
Right. | 
Sir LUKE, 


What d'ye think I would change with Bill 
Spindle for one of his drumſticks, or chop with 
Ford Lumber for both of his logs? 


F-.:.. § E R- 
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SERJEANT. 
No! 


Sir LUKE. 


No, damn it, I am much better. — IL. ook 
there —- Ha! - What is there I am not able to 
do? To be ſure I am a little aukward at run- 
ning; but then, to make me amends, Pll hop 
with any man in town for his ſum. 


SERJEANT. 

Ay, and I'll go his halves. 

Sir LE UKE. 

Then as to your dancing, I am cut out at 
Madam Cornelly's, I grant, becauſe of the 
croud ; but as far as a private ſet of ſix couple, 
or moving a chair-minuet, match me who can. 

CHARLOT. 
A chair-minuet! I don't underſtand you. 


Sir LUKE. 

Why, child, all grace 1s confined to the mo- 
tion of the head, arms, and cheſt, which may 
ſitting be as fully diſplayed, as if one had as 
many legs as a polypus.—As thus—tol de rol— 
don't you fee ? 


| SERJEAN T. 
Very plain, | 
Sir L U K E. 

A leg ! a redundancy: a mere nothing at all. 
Man is from nature an extravagant creature. In 
my Opinion, we might all be tull as well as we 
are, with but half the things that we have. 

C HARL O. 


ay, Sir Luke; how do you prove that? 


Sir 
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: Sir LUKE. a 
y conſtant experience. Lou muſt have ſeen 

the man who makes and uſes pens without hands. 


SERJEANT. 
I have. 
1 Sir LU K E. 
2 And not a twelyemonth agone, I loſt my way 
in a fog, at Mile-End, and was conducted to 
my houſe in May-Fair by a man as blind as a 
= bectle. 75 


8 E RI EAN. 
Wonderful! 
Sic L U k E. 


And as to hearing and ſpeaking, thoſe or- 
gans are of no manner of uſe in the world. 


S ER JEAN. 


Ne UK. 


If you doubt it, I will introduce you to a 
whole family, dumb as oyſters, and deaf as the 
dead, who chatter from morning till night by 
only the help of their fingers. 


SERJEANT. 
Why, Charlat, theſe are cafes in point. 
Sic LUKE. % 
Oh! clear as a trout-ſtream ; and it is not | | 
only, my little Charlot, that this piece of timber 


anſwers every purpoſe, but it has procured me | 
many a bit of fun in my tine. 


SERJEANT. 


How ! 


Ay! 
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Sir LU K E. 


Why, it was but laſt ſummer, at Tunbridge, 7 


we were plagued the whole ſeaſon by a bullet- 
headed Swiſs from the canton of Bern, who was 
always boaſting, what, and how much he dared 
do; and then, as to pain, no Stoic, not Dio- 


genes, held it more in contempt.— By gods, he 
vas no more minds it dan notings at all—So, 


foregad, I gave my German a challenge. 
SERJEANT. 
As how ! —Mind, Charlot. 
Sir LU K E. 
Why to drive a corkin pin into the calves of 
our legs. a 
8 S ER JEAN. 


Well, well. 
Sir LU K E. 
Mine, you may imagine, was eaſily done — 
but when it came to the Baron OY 


SERJEANT. 
Ay, ay. 5-0 
, Sir LUKE. ” 

Our modern Cato ſoon loſt his coolneſs and 
courage, ſcrew'd his noſe up to his foretop, 
rapp'd.out a dozen oaths in high Dutch, limp'd 
away to his lodgings, and was there laid up for 
a month—Ha, ha, ha 


Euler a Servant, and delivers a Card to Sir Luke. 


Sic L U k E reads. EY 

Sir Gregory Gooſe deſires the honour of 
Sir Luke Limp's company to dine. 3 2 
2 « 1wer 


+ 
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7 
« ſwer is deſired.” Gadſo! a little unlucky 
I have been engag'd for theſe three weeks. 


 _$SERJEANT:. 

What, I find Sir Gregory is return'd for the 
corporation of Flee/um. 

Cc A 3 Sir L U K E. 
„ Is he ſo? Oh ho !— That alters the caſe.— 
= George, give my compliments to Sir Gregory, 
and I'Il certainly come and dine there. Order 
Joe to run to alderman Inkle's, in Threadneedle- 
ſtreet; ſorry can't wait upon him, but confin'd 
to bed two days with new influenza. 


CHARLOT. 


You make light, Sir Luke, of theſe ſort of 
1 engagements. 7 4 
= BER Sir LUKE, | 
4 What can a man do? Theſe damn'd fel- 
— FR lows (when one has the misfortune to meet 
them) take ſcandalous advantage; teaze, When 
will you do me the honour, pray, Sir Luke, to 
take a bit of mutton with me? Do you name 
the day,—They are as bad as a beggar, who 
attacks your coach at the mounting of a hill; 
there is no getting rid of them, without a penſy 
4 do one, and a promiſe to t'other. 
r SERJEANT: 
2 True; and then for ſuch a time too three 
weeks! I wonder they expect folks to remem- 
[5 ber. It is like a retainer in Michaelmas term 
for the ſummer aſſizes. | 
ff 11 e. 
yy Not but, upon theſe occaſions, no man in 


England is more punctual than 
D Enter 
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s | 
Enter a Servant, who gives Sir Luke a Letter. 


* 


From whom? 


SERVANT. 


Earl of Brentford, The ſervant waits for an 
anſwer. 

Sir LUKE. 

Anſwer !—By your leave, Mr. Serjeant and 
Charlot. [ Reads.] *© Taſte for muſic—Monſ. 
« Duport—fail—Dinner upon table at five” — 
Gadſo ! I hope Sir Gregory's ſervant an't gone. 


SERVANT. 
Immediately upon receiving the anſwer. 


Sir LU K E. 


Run after him as faſt as you can—tell him, 
quite in deſpair - recollect an engagement that 
can't in nature be miſſed, — and return in an in- 
ſtant. 

C HARL Or. 

Lou ſee, Sir, the Knight muſt give way for 
my Lord. | 
| Sir LU K E. 

No, faith, it is not that, my dear Charlot; 
you ſaw that was quite an extempore buſineſs. 
No, hang it, no, it is not for the title; but 
to tell you the truth, Brentford has more wit 


than any man in the world; it is that makes 
me fond of his houſe. 


CHARIOT. 


By the choice of his company he gives an un- 
anſwerable inſtance of that, 


Sir 


12728 
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Sr LUKE, 


You are right, my dear girl. But now to 
ive you a proof of his wit: You know Brent- 
rd's finances are a little out of repair, which 


procures him ſome viſits that he would very 


gladly excuſe, 


SERJEANT. 
What need he fear? His perſon is ſacred ; 
for by the tenth of William and Mary— 
Sir LUKE, 
He knows that well enough; but for all 
that— 
S EKRIE ANI. 


Indeed, by a late act of his own houſe, (which 
does them infinite honour) his goods or chattels 
may be—— | 


Sir LU K E. 
Seiz'd upon when they can find them; but 


he lives in ready- furniſn'd lodgings, and hires 
his coach by the month. 


SERJEAN T. 
Nay, if the ſheriff return “ non inventus”— 


Sir L U K E. 


A pox o'your law, you make me loſe ſight 
of my ſtory, One morning, a Welch coach- 
maker came with his bill to my Lord, whoſe name 
was unluckily Loyd. My Lord had the man 
up. You are call'd, I think, Mr. Loyd ?— 
At your Lordſhip's ſervice, my Lord. 
What, Loyd with an L ?—lt was with an L in- 
deed, my Lord.—Becauſe in your part of the 


world I have heard that Loyd and Floyd were 


D 2 {yno- 
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ſynonymous, the very ſame names.— Very often 
indeed, my lord. —But you always ſpell your's 
with an L ?—Always.—That, Mr. Loyd, is a 
little unlucky ; for you muſt know I am now 
paying my debts, alphabetically, and in four or 
five years you might have come in with an F; 
but I am afraid I can give you no hopes for 
your L.—Ha, ha, ha 


Enter a SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 
There was no overtaking the ſervant. 


Sir LUKE. 
That is unlucky : tell my Lord I'll attend 
him,—Pl call on Sir Gregory myſelf. 


SERJEANT. 
Why, you won't leave us, Sir Luke ? 


Sir LUKE. 

Pardon, dear Serjeant and Charlotta ; have a 
thouſand things to do for half a million of peo- 
ple politively ; promiſed to pracure a huſband 
for Lady Cicely Sulky, and match a coach-horſe 
for Brigadier Whip; after that, muſt run into 
the city to borrow a thouſand for young At-all 
at Almack's ; ſend a Cheſhire cheeſe by the 
ſtage to Sir Timothy Tankard in Suffolk; and 
get at the Herald's Office a coat of arms to 
clap on the coach of Billy Bengal, a nabob 
newly arriv'd ; fo you ſee I have not a moment 
to loſe. 4h. 


SERJEANT, 
True, true; 


5 
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Sir LUV K E. 
At your toilet to-morrow at ten you may 


Enter a SkRRVANT abruptly, and runs againſt 
Sir LUKE. 


Can't you fee where you are running, you raſ- 


cal ! 
SERVANT; 


Sir, his grace the Duke of 


Sir LU EE. 
Grace !—Where is he? Where 


SERVANT. 
In his coach at the door.—If you an't better 


engaged would be glad of your company to go 


into the city, and take a dinner at Dolly's. 


be. 
In his own coach did you ſay? 


6 
Yes, Sir. 


Sir LU K E. 
With the coronets—or— 
SERVANT. 
I believe ſo. 
Sir LUKE, 2s. 
There's no reſiſting of that. Bid Joe run to 
Sir Gregory Gooſe's. 
SERVANT. 
He is already gone to alderman Inkle's, 
Sir LUKE, 
Then do you ſtep to the Knight—hey !—no— 
you muſt go to my Lord*s—hold, hold, 22 
I ave 
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have it—Step firft to Sir Greg's, then pop in at 
Lord Brentford's juſt as the company are going 
to dinner. 


SERVANT. 
What ſhall I ſay to Sir Gregory? 


Sir LUKE. 
Any thing—what I told you before. 


SERVANT. 
And what to my Lord ? 


Sr LUKE. 


What !—Why tell him that my uncle from 
Epſom—no—that won't do, for he knows I 
don't care a farthing for him—hey !—Why tell 
him—hold I have it— Tell him, that as I was 
going into my chair to obey his commands, I 
was arreſted by a couple of bailiffs, forced into 
a hackney coach, and carried to the Py'd Bull 
in the Borough; I beg ten thouſand pardons 
for making his grace wait, but his grace knows 
my misfor —— [ Exit Sir Luke. 


CHARLOT. 


Well, Sir, what dy'e think of the proofs ? I 


flatter myſelf 1 have pretty well eſtabliſhed my 
caſe. 


SERJEAN T. 


Why, huſſy, you have hit upon points; but 
then they are but trifling flaws, they don't viti- 
ate the title, that ſtands unimpeach'd ; and— 
But, madam, your mother, 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Cixcvir. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


What have you done with the Knight Why 
you have not let him depart ? 


CHARLOT. 
It was not in my power to keep him. 
Mrs, CIRCUIT. 
I don't wonder at that; but what took him 


away ? 
CHARLO T. 
? What will at any time take him away—a 
I Duke at the door. 
[l ; Mrs, CIRCUIT. 
s Are you certain of that ? 
I RY SERJEANT. 
- Why truly, chuck, his retreat was rather pre- 
Il * * ; P 
a _ for a man that 1s juſt going to be mar- 
ry'd. 
y 4 Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
; The proſpect of marriage does not always 
prove the ſtrongeſt attachment, 
I 


4 SERJEANT. 
75 Pardon me, lovee; the law allows no higher 
cConſideration than marriage. 


4 rn. 
t By Pſhaw ! 

- SERJEANT. 

EY Inſomuch, that if duke A was to intermarry 
with chambermaid B, difference of condition 
would prove no bar to the ſettlement. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs, CIRCUIT. 


Indeed ! 
SERJEAN T. 


Ay ; and this was held to be law by Chief-ba- 
ron Bind'em, on the famous caſe of the Marquis 
of Cully, and Fanny Flip-flap the Frerich 


dancer. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


The greater blockhead the Baron: but don't 
peſter me with your odious law caſes. —Did 
not you tell me you was to go to Kingſton to 
day to try the crown cauſes ? | 

SERJEAN T. 

I was begg'd to attend for fear his Lordſhip 
ſhould nor be able to ſit; but if it proves in- 
convenient to you 

Mrs. ee 

To me! Oh, by no means in the world; I 
am too good a ſubject to deſire the leaſt delay 
in che law's execution: and when d'ye ſer out ? 

SERJEANT. 
Between one and two; I ſhall only juſt give 
a law lecture to Jack. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
. Hord! I wonder Mr. Circuit you would breed 
that boy up to the bar. 
S8 RRNIEANT. 

Why not, chuck ? He has fine ſteady parts, 

and for his time-moots a point— 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


Steady! ſtupid you mean: nothing ſure cou'd 
add to his heavineſs but the being loaded with 
law. Why don't you put him into o the army ? 


S E R- 
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Nay, chuck, if you chooſe it, I believe 1 
have intereſt to get Jack a commiſſion. | 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Why, Mr. Circuit, you know he is no ſon of 


mine; perhaps a cockade may animate the lad 


with ſome fire. 


SERJEAN I. 
True, lovee; and a knowledge of the law 
mayn't be amils to reſtrain his fire a little. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
I believe there is very little danger of his ex- 
ceeding that way. 


| SERJEANT. 
Charlot, ſend hither your brother. 
[Exit Charlot. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
I'll not interrupt you 
SERJEAN x. 
Far from it, lovee; I ſhould be glad to have 
you a witneſs of Jacky's improvement. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Of that I am no judge ; beſides, I am full of 
buſineſs ro day—There is to be a ballot at one 
tor the Ladies Club lately eſtabliſhed, and lady 
Bab Baſto has propoſed me for a member. — 
Pray, my dear, when will you let me have that 
money to pay my Lord Loo? 

| SERJEANT. 
The three hundred you mean ? 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
And beſides, there is my debt to Kitty Crib- 


3 z I proteſt I almoſt bluſh whenever I meet 
them.. 


* 
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SERJEAN T. 

Why really, lovee, *tis a large ſam of money. 
— Now, were I worthy to throw in a little ad- 
vice, we might make a pretty good hand of 
this bulineſs. 

Mis. CIRCUIT, 

I don't underſtand you. 

S ERIE ANT. 

Bring an action againſt them on the ſtatute, 
in the name of my clerk ; and ſo not only reſcue FR 
the debt from their hands, but recover likewiſe FR 
conſiderable damages. 

Renn. 

A pretty conceit, Mr. Serjeant! but does it 
not-occur to your wiſdom, that as I have {by 
the help of Captain Cog) been ofrener a winner 
than loſer, the tables may be turned upon us ? 

SERJEAN T. 

No, no, chuck, that did not eſcape me; I 
have provided for that. Do you know, by the 
law, both parties are equally culpable ; ſo that, 
lovee, we ſhall be able to fleece your friends not 
only of what they have wor of poor dearee, but 
likewiſe for what they have 4%. 

Mrs. CIRCUIT, 

Why, what a paltry, pettifogging puppy art 
thou !-=And could you ſuppole that I would 
ſubmit to the ſcandalous office? 


S ER I EAN T. 


Scandalous ! I don't underſtand this ſtrange 
perverſion of words. The ſcandal lies in breat- 
ing the /aws, not in bringing the offenders to 


Juſtice. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Mean-ſpirited wretch What, do you ſup 


pole 


A 
. 
x 
3 
, 
5 
* 
K « 
n 
% 
"3 
1 
2 
4 
7 
d 
: 
„ 


THE LAME LOVER. 27 


that thoſe laws could be levell'd againſt 
eople of their high rank and condition? Can 
it be thought that any ſet of men would ſubmit 
to 222 legal reſtraints on them elves *—Ablurd 
and prepoſterous | 
SERJEANT. 
Why, by their * ractice, my love, one 
would ſuſpect that they = ought themſelves ex- 
cepted by a particular clauſe. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Oh! to be ſure; not the leaſt doubt can be 
made. 

SERJEAN T. 

True, chuck—But then your great friends 
ſhould never complain of highwaymen {topping 
their coaches, or thieves breaking into their 
houſes. | 

Mrs... CIRCUIT. 
Why, what has that to do with the buſineſs ? 
SERJEANT. 

Oh! the natural conſequence, lovee; for 
whilſt the ſuperiors are throwing away their 
fortunes, and conſequently their independence 
above—you can't think but their domeſtics are 
following their examples belcw, 


Mil CIRCUIT. 
Well, and what then? 


SERJEAN T, 

Then! the ſame diſtreſs that throws the maſ- 
ter and miſtreſs into the power of any who are 
willing to purchaſe them, by a regular grada- 
tion, ſeduces the ſervants to actions, though more 
criminal, perhaps not more atrocious. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. ; 
Pſhaw ! ſtuff —I have no head to examine 
E your 
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your dirty diſtinftions—Don't teize me with 
your jargon.— I have told you the ſums I ſhall 
want, ſo take care they are ready at your return- 
ing from Kingſton. —Nay, don't heſitate ; recol- 
lect your own ſtate of the caſe, and remember, 
my honour is in pawn, and muſt, ſome way or 
other, be redeem'd by theend of the week. [ Exit. 
| SERJEAN T. fl. 

My honour is in pawn !—Good Lord ! how 

a century will alter the meaning of words! — 
Formerly, chaſtity was the honour of women, 
and good faith and integrity the honour of men: 
but not, a lady who ruins her family by punc- 
tually paying her loſſes at play, and a gentleman 
who kills his beſt friend in ſome trifling frivo- 
lous quarrel, are your only tip-top people of 
honour, Well, let them go on, it brings griſt 
to our mill : for whilſt both the ſexes ſtick firm 
to their honour, we ſhall never want buſineſs, 
either at Doctor's Commons, or the Old Bailey. 
[ Ext. 


OLICREDLDEAZDELLDEYGCNNDLDEL. 
A CT IL 


Enter SERJEANT CIRCUIT and JACK. 


SERJEANT. 


ACK, let Will bring the chaiſe to the 
door, | N | 
W en 
Mr. Fairplay, Sir, the attorney, begs to ſpeak 
a few words. 


S E R- 
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SERJEANT. 


How often have I told you, that I will fee 
none of theſe fort of folks but at chambers z 
you know how angry your mother is at their 
rapping, and littering the houſe. 

JACK. 
He ſays, Sir, he will not detain you five mi- 


nutes. 
SERJEAN T. 
Well, bid him walk in. 


Enter FairPLay. 


Well, Mr. Fairplay, what's your will? 


a RP ATT: 

I juſt call'd, Mr. Serjeant, to know your opi- 
nion upon the caſe of young Woodford, and if 
you like the propoſal of being concern'd. 

SERJEAN T. 

If it turns out as you ſtate it, and that the fa- 
ther of the lad was really a minor, the Eſſex 
eſtate may without doubt be recover'd; and ſo 
may the lands in the North. 


F'ATRPLAY. 
We have full proofs to that fact. 


| SERJEAN T. 
May be ſo; but really Mr. Fairplay, you 


1 the length of time that theſe kind of 
uits 


FAIRPL AY. 

True Sir, but then your experience will 
ſhorten I appreh 
SERJEANT, 

That's more than I know : and then not only 


my fees lying dormant, but,' perhaps, an expec- 
tation of money advanc'd. 


F A I R- 
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FAIRPLAY, 

The property, Sir, is of very great value, and, 
upon the recovery, any acknowledgment ſhall 
be readily made. | 

SERJEANT. 

There again, any! do you know that in law, 
that word any has no meaning at all? beſides, 
when people are in diſtreſs, they are laviſh 
enough of their offers; but when their buſineſs 
is done, then we have nothing but grumbling 
and grudging. 
"0 FAIRPLAY. 

You have only to diate your terms. 

SERJEAN T, 
Does the lad live in town? 
| FAIRPLAY. | | 

He has been under my care ſince the death 
of his father; 1 have given him as good an edu- 
cation as my narrow fortune would let me; he 
is now ſtudying the law in the Temple, in hopes 
that ſhould he fail of other affiſtance, he may 
be able one day to do him/ef juſtice, 

s ERI EAN T. 
In the Temple? 
| FAIRPLAY. 
Les, Sir, in thoſe little chambers juſt over 
your head—] fancy the young gentleman knows 
him. | 


WER 

Who? Mr. Woodford ! Lord as well as my- 

ſelf, he is a ſweet ſober youth, and will one day 
make a vaſt figure, I am ſure. 


O Jon! S ER IJIE ANT. 
Indeed! | 
]J ACK. 


Iam poſitive, Sir, if you were to hear him 
£7 oe ſpeak 


—_—— _—_— —_— — * 
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ſpeak at the Robinhood in the Butcher row, you 
would ſay ſo yourſelf: why he is now reckon'd 
the third; except the breeches-maker from Bar- 
bican, and Sawny Sinclair the ſnuſfman, there 
is not a mortal can touch him. N 

| SERJEANT. 

Peace, puppy; well Mr. Fairplay, leave the 
papers a little longer with me and—pray who is 


employ'd againſt you? 


F AIRP LAV. 
A city attorney, one Sheepſkin. 
SERJEANT. 
A cunning fellow, I know him ; well, Sir, if 
you will call at Pump-court in a week. 
FAIRPLAY., 

I ſhall attend you. 

SERJEAN T. 

Jack, open the door for Mr. Exeunt Fair- 
play and Jack.] Something may be made of 
this matter: Ill ſee this Sheepſkin myſelf, So 
much in future for carrying on the ſuit, or fo 
much in hand to make it miſcarry : a wiſe man 
ſhould well weigh which party to take for. 


Enter Jack. 


So, Jack, any body at chambers to day ? 
J Ac K. 


Fieri Facias from Fetter lane, about the bill 
to be filed by Kit Crape againſt Will Vizard, 
this term. 


S ERIE AN x. 
Praying for an equal partition of plunder ? 


JACK. 


Yes, Sir, | 
S E R- 
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SERJEANT, 

Strange world we live in, that even highway- 
men can't be true to each other! | half afide to 
himſelf.) but we ſhall make maſter Vizard re- 
fund, we'll ſhew him what long hands the law 
has. 

1 6.63. 

Facias ſays, that in all the books he can't hic 

on a precedent. 
SERJEANT. 

Then I'll make one myſelf ; aut inveniam, aut 
faciam, has been always my motto. The charge 
muſt be made for partnerſhip-profit, by bar- 
tering lead and gunpowder, againſt money, 
watches, and rings, on Epping-foreſt, Houn- 
en. and other parts of the kingdom. 

FACT. 

He ſays, if the court ſhould get ſcent of the 
ſcheme, the parties would all ſtand committed. 
SERJEAN T. 

, Cowardly raſcal! but however, the caution 
mayn't prove amiſs. [4/ide.] I'll not put my 
own name to the bill. 

JACK, 

The declaration too is deliver'd in the cauſe 
of Roger. Rapp'em againſt Sir Solomon Simple. 
SERJEAN T. 

What, the affair of the note ? 


11 


Tes. 
SERIE AN r. 
Why he is clear that his client never gave 
ſuch a note. 


JACK. 
Defendant never ſaw plaintiff ſince the hour 


he was born; but, notwithſtanding, they have 
three 
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three witneſſes to prove a conſideration, and 
ſigning the note. 
8 E RI EAN T. 
They have? 
JACK. 
He is puzzled what plea to put in, 


SERJEAN T. 
Three witneſſes ready, you ſay ? 


JACK. 


Yes. 

SERJEANT. 

Tell him Simple muſt acknowledge the note, 
[Jack arts] and bid him, againſt the trial 
comes on, to procure four perſons at leaſt to 
prove the payment, at the Crown and Anchor, 
the 10th of December. 

Aen. 

But then how comes the note to remain in 

plaintiff's poſſeſſion ? 
SERJ]EANT. 

Well put, Jack; but we have a /alvs for that; 
plaintiff happen'd not to have the note in his 
pocket, but promis'd to deliver it up, when 
call'd thereunto by defendant, 


14e. 
That will do rarely. 


S ER TI EAN x. 

Let the defence be a ſecret, for I ſee we have 
able people ro deal with. But come, child, not 
to loſe time, have you carefully conn'd thoſe 
inſtructions I gave you? | 


JACK. 


Yes, Sir. 
FE F S E R- 
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S ER I EAN x. 
Well, that we ſhall ſee. How many points 
are the great object of practice? 


J ACK. 


Two. 
SERJEANT. 
Which are they ? 


JACK. 
The firſt is to put a man into poſſeſſion of 
what is his right. 


'SERJEAN x. 

The ſecond ? 

JACK. 

Either to deprive a man of what 1s really his 
right, or to keep him as long as poſſible out of 
poſſeſſion. 

SERJEAN T. 
+ Good boy! To pain the laſt end, what are the 
beſt means to be us'd ? 


JACK. 

Various and many are the legal modes of de- 
lay. 

SERJEAN T. 

Name them. : 

JACK. 

Injunctions, demurrers, ſham-pleas, writs of 
error, rejoinders, ſur-rejoinders, rebutters, ſur- 
rebutters, replications, exceptions, eſſoigns, and 
imparlance. 


SERIE AN x. 
[To himſelf.) Fine inſtruments in the hands 


of a man, who knows how to uſe them. - But 


now, Jack, we come to the point: if an able ad- 
vocate has his choice in a cauſe, (which if he is 
in reputation he may readily have,) which ſide 
ſhould he chooſe, the right, or the wrong ? 
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JACK. 
A great lawyer's buſineſs, is always to make 
choice of the wrong. 
SERJEAN T. 
And prythee why lo? 
JACK. 

Becauſe a good cauſe can ſpeak for itfelf, 
whilſt a bad one demands an able counſellor to 
give 1t a colour. 

SERJEANT. 

Very well. But in what reſpects will this an- 
ſwer to the lawyer himſelf? 

ee 

In a two-fold way; firſtly, his fees will be 
large in proportion to the dirty work he is 
to do, 

SERJEAN T. 

Secondly ?— 

JACK. 

His reputation will riſe, by obtaining the vic- 
tory in a deſperate cauſe, 

SERJEANT. 

Right, boy. — Are you ready in the caſe of 
the cow ? 

LACK, 

Pretty well, I believe. 

SERJEAN T. 
Give it then. 
JACK. 

Firſt of April, anno ſeventeen hundred and 
blank, John a Nokes was indicted by blank, 
before blank, in the county of blank, for ſteal- 
ing a cow, contra pacem etcet.—and againſt the 
ſtatute in that caſe provided and made, to pre- 
vent ſtealing of cattle. 

F 2 S E R- 
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SERJEAN T. 
Go on. 
JACK. 
Said Nokes was convicted upon the ſaid ſtatute. 
SERJEAN T. 
What follow'd upon? 
JACK. 

Motion in arreſt of judgment, made by coun- 
ſellor Puzzle. Firſt, Becauſe the geld from 
whence the cow was convey'd is laid in the in— 
dictment as round, but turn'd out upon proof 
to be ſquare. 

SERJEANT, 

Than s well : a valid objection. 

JACK. 

Secondly, Becauſe in faid indictment the co- 
Jour of the cow 1s called red, there being no 
ſuch things in rerum natura as red cows, no 
more than black lions, ſpread eagles, flying 
griffins, or blue boars. 


SERJEANT:. 


JACK. 

Thirdly, ſaid Nokes has not offended againſt 
form of the ſtatute ; becauſe ſtealing of cattle 
1s there provided againſt : whereas we are only 
convicted of ſtealing a zow. Now, though cat- 
tle may be cows, yet it does by no means follow 
that cows mult be cattle, 

SERJEAN T. 

Bravo, bravo]! buſs me, you rogue; you are 
your father's own ſon l go on, an IF proſper, —1I 
am ſorry, dear Jack, 1 muſt leave thee. If 
Providence but ſends thee life and health, I pro- 
phely, thou wilt wreſt as much land from the 

owners, 


Well put. 
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owners, and ſave as many thieves from the gal- 
lows, as any practitioner ſince the days of king 
Alfred. 
JACK. | 
I'll do my endeavour. [ Exit Serjeant. | 
So !—father is ſet off, Now if I can vut lay 
eyes on our Charlot, juſt to deliver this letter, 


before madam comes home. There ſhe is.— 
Hiſt, ſiſter Charlot ! 


Enter CHARLOT. 


CHARLOT. 
What have you got there, Jack ? 
JACK. 
Something for you, ſiſter. 
CHARLO T, 
For me! Prythee what is it? 


JACK. 
A thing. 
CHARLOT, 
What thing ? 
JACK. 
A thing that will pleaſe you Pm ſure, 
CHARLOT. 

Come, don't be a boy, let me have it, [Jack 
gives the letter.] How's this! a letter! from 
whom ? 2 4 7 

A CK. 
Can't you gueſs a 
C HAAR L OF. 
Not I; I don't know the hand. 
JACK: : 
May be not ; but you know the inditer. | 


Then tell me his name, 


JACK, 
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JACK, 
Break open the ſeal, and you'll find it. 
.CHARSDO-T. 
[Opening the letter] © Charles Woodford !“ 
I am fure I know nothing of him. 
JACK, 
Ay, but ſiſter you do. 
CHARLOT. 
How ! when, and where ? 
JACK. 

Don't you remember about three weeks ago, 
when you drank tea at our chambers, there 
was a young gentleman in a blue ſattin waiſt- 
coat, who wore his own head of hair ? 

C.H:AR:L QT. 

Well ? 

JACK. 


T hat letter's from he. 
CHARDLOT, | 
What can be his buſineſs with me? 
JACK. 
Read that, and you'll know. 
CHARLO T reads. 

« Want words to apologize—hum, hum— 
« very firſt moment I ſaw you—hum, hum— 
« ſmother'd long in my breaſt—hum, hum— 
„ happieſt, or elſe the moſt wretched of men.” 
—So, Sir, you have undertaken a pretty com- 
miſſion! and what do you think my father 
will— 

Aen. 
Why, I hope you won't go for to tell him. 
C H ARI. OT. 
Indeed, Sir, but I ſhall. 


JACK. 
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JACK. 

No, ſiſter, I'm ſure you won't be ſo croſs. 
Beſides, what could I do? The poor young 
lad begg'd ſo hard; and there for this fort- 
night he has gone about ſighing, and muſing, 
and moping : I am ſatisfied it would melt you 
to ſee him. Do, ſiſter, let me bring him this 
evening, now father is out. 

C HARLO r. 

Upon my word !—The young man has made 
no bad choice of an agent; you are for puſh- 
ing matters at once.—But harkee, Sir, who is 
this ſpark you are fo anxious about? And how 
long have you known him? 


JACK. 
Oh ! a prodigious long while: above a month 
I am certain. Don't you think him might 
genteel? I aſſure you he is vaſtly lik'd by the 
ladies. a 
CHAKL OT, 
He 1s. 
WD i & > © 
Yes, indeed. Mrs. Congo, at the Grecian 
coffee-houſe, ſays, he's the ſobereſt youth that 
comes to the houſe; and all Mrs. Mittens's 
*prentices throw down their work, and run to 
the window every time he goes by. 
CHARLOT, 
Upon my word | 
| JACK. 
And moreover, beſides that, he has ſeveral 
great eſtates in the country ; but only for the 


_ preſent, he is kept out of 'em all by the owners. 
CHARLOT. 
Ah, Jack ! that's the worſt part of the ſtory. 


1471. 
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JACK. 
Pſhaw ! that's nothing at all. His guardian, 
Mr. Fairplay, has been with father to-day, and 
fays, he is certain that he can ſet all to rights 1 in 


a trice. 
CHARLOT. 


Well, Jack, when that point is determin'd, 
it will be time enough to 

54e. 

Then! Lord of mercy! why, fiſter Charlot, 
it is my private opinion that if you don't give 
him ſome crumbs of comfort, he won't live 
till Midſummer term. 

C HARL Of. 

I warrant you. Either Cupid's darts were al- 
ways but poerical engines, or they have been 
lately depriv'd of their points. Love holds no 
place in the modern bills of mortality.  How- 
ever, Jack, you may tell your friend, that I 
have obſerv'd his frequent walks in our ſtreet, 

JACK. 

Walks! Why one ſhould think he was ap- 
pointed to relieve the old watchman ; for no 
ſooner one is off, but the other comes on. 

CHARLOT. 

And that from his eyes being conſtantly fixed 
on my window (for the information of which, 
I prelume he is indebted to you.) 


IA K. 


He! he! he! 


CHARLOT. 
T had a pretty ſhrewd gueſs at his buſineſs; 
but tell him that unleſs my fa——Huſh ! our 


tyrant is return'd. Don't 5 the houſe till I 
lee you. 


4 Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Circuit and Betty. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT, 

So, Sir, what makes you loitering from cham- 
bers? I thought | told you, you ſhvuld never 
be here but at meals? ¶ Exit Jack.) One ſpy 
is enough in a family.—Miſs, you may go to 
your room; and d'ye hear— I ſhall have com- 
pany, ſo you need not come down, [Exit 
Charlot.]—Betty, no meſſaze or letter? 

. 

None, Madam. 


eee. 

That is amazing '—You know I expect Co- 
lonel Secret and Mrs. Simper every inſtant. 
rn. 

Tes, Madam. 
reer. | 
Put the fruit and the wine on the table in the 


next room. 
| B.-E TTY, 
Very well, Madam. 


nr. CIVCULTT. 


And, Betty, order the fellow to let nobody 


in but Sir Luke. 
rr. 
Madam, I ſhall take care. Exit. 
Mrs, CIRCUIT y down. 

The ballot muſt be over by this time, Sure 
there is nothing ſo dreadful as a ſtate of ſuſ- 
pence : but ſhould they black ball me! —No, 
there's no danger of that; miſs Mattadore has 
inſur'd me ſucceſs. - Well, this is certainly one 
of the moſt uſeful inſtitutions; it poſitively 
ſupplies the only point of time one dees not 
G know 
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know how to employ. From twelve, the hour 
of one's riſing, to dinner, is a moſt horrible 
chaſm; for though teizing the mercers and mil- 
liners by tumbling their wares, is now and then 
an entertaining amuſement, yet upon repetition 
it palls. But every morning to be ſure of a 
party, and then again at night after a rout, to 
have a place to retire to; to be quite freed from 
all pain of providing; not to be peſter'd at ta- 
ble with the odious company of clients, and 
country couſins ; for I am determin'd to dine, 
and ſup at the club, every day. I can tell *em, 
they'll have but very few forfeits from me. 


Enter BeTTv, in haſte, with a Letter. 


| BETTY. 
By a chairman, Madam, from the Thatch'd 


Houie. 
Ms. CIRCUIT. 


Give it me, Betty, this inſtant; —ay—this is 
Mattadore's hand. opens and reads the letter.] 
« My dear Circuit—it 1s with the utmoſt con- 
cern, and confuſion, I find myſelf oblig'd to ac- 
quaint you, that notwithſtanding all the pains 
1 have taken, the club have thought fit to re- 
jet.” —Oh ! [be faivts. | 

BETTY. 

Bleſs my ſoul! my lady is gone !—John! 

Will! Kitty! run hither this inſtant, — 


Enter two Maips and a Man SERVANT. 


A LL. 
What, what's the matter? 
BETTY. I of 
Quick! quick! ſome hartſhorn and water 
[pats ber hand.) Madam! madam— 
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SERVANT. 
Here ! here! here! [bringing water.] 
BETTY. 
John, go for the potter-carrier this inftant— 
I believes to my ſoul ſhe is dead Kitty; fetch 
ſome feathers to burn under her noſe ;—there, 
ſtand further off, and give her tome air— 


-> 


Enter Sir LUKE. 


Sir I. U K R. 

Hey day! what the deuce is the matter? 

what's the meaning of all this, Mrs. Betty? 
r | 

Oh! Sir, is it you my poor lady! [ cre; ] clap 
the bottle hard to her noſe. 

Sr LULL 

But how came it about? 

| EST SF, 

Some of the continents of that curs'd letter, 
ſhe has there in her hand. 

Sir LU K E. 

Here, here, take ſome of my eau de luce. | of- 
fering a boltle.] 

r. 

There! ſhe recovers a little - ſome water —I 
believe it is nothing but a ſatirical fit, I have 
had them myſelf—now ſhe opens her eyes—lſo, 
ſo bend her forward a little. 1 

Sir LU K E. 
My ſweet Mrs. Circuit. 
Wy CIAFCUIT. 
Who is that? 
DPF. 
Nobody at all madam, but only Sir Luke. 


G 2 Mrs, 
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airs, CIR G% UI T;. 
Ohl Sir Luke, ſuch a ſtroke, fo fatal, ſo fud- 


den, it is not in nature I ſhould ever ſurvive it. 
a o 

Marry heaven forbid! but what cauſe - what 

could 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Leave the room. [To the ſervants, who go 
out. Only, look over that letter. 
Sir L U K E. 
Hum, hum, — [reads] „ fit to reject you 
this 
Mrs. elt. 
There! there! there! 
Sir LUKE. 

I own this is the utmoſt malice of fortune— 
but let me finiſh the letter. This calamity, 
« dear Circuit, is of ſuch a nature as baffles all 
© advice, or interpoſition of friends, I ſhall 
e therefore leave you to time, and your own 
« good underſtanding.” [pretty and ſenſible. ]— 
„yours,“ &c.— But let us ſee, what ſays the 
polt{cript—[ reads. ] * Perhaps it may give you 
« ſome comfort to know that you had ſixteen 
„ almonds, and but two raiſins againſt you. 

dn. CIRCUIT, 

But two! 

Sir LUKE. 

No more. 

maECCTRCUTT 

This muſt be Kitty Cribbage's doing, ſhe has 

been tattling about the paltry trifle I owe her. 
Sir LUKE 

Not unlikely : but come, bear up, my dear 

madam, and conſider that 79 


I Mrs. 
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| Mn. CIRCUTT., 
Is as bad as two thouſand. 


Sr LUKE. 


Granted; but perhaps it mayn't be too late 
to repair, —Gadſo ! I have thought of a ſcheme 
l' be elected myſelf, and then I warrant we 
manage— 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

You, Sir Luke? that never can be. 

| Sir LUKE. 

No, Madam, and why not?—why you don't 
ſuppoſe that they wou'd venture to— 

| rs. CIRCUTT. 

It would not only be againſt the ſpirit, but 

the very letter of their conſtitution to chuſe you 


a member, 
Sir LUKE. 


Ay, Madam, how ſo? 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Their ſtatutes are ſelected from all the codes 
that ever exiſted from the days of Lycurgus to 
the preſent Czarina. 

| Sir L U K E. 
Well. 
dn. CIRCUTT. 
The law that relates to your caſe they have 
borrow'd from the Roman religion. 
Sir LUKE. 
As how? 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
As no man can be admitted a monk, who h 
the leaſt corporal ſpot, or defect; ſo, no candi- 


date can be receiv'd as a member who is de- 
priy'd of the uſe of any one of his limbs. 


Sir 
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Sir LUKE. | 

Nay, then indeed I am clearly cut out; that 

incapacity can never be got over. | 
Mrs, CIRCUIT. 

Indeed, the Serjeant ſays, if the club could 
be induc'd to reſalve in your favour, then the 
criginal lat would ſignify nothing. 

Ne. 

Well, well, we'll ſee what can be done. [A 
loud knocking. ] But huſh! the company's come 
collect yourſelf, ſweet Mrs. Circuit; don't give 

our enemies the malicious pleaſure of ſeeing 
how this diſappointment affects you. 


Mrs, CERCUILIT. 
Never fear; I know a little too much of the 


world not to turn this defeat to my credit. 


Enter Colonel SęgcRET and Mrs. SIMPER. 


Mrs. SIMPER. 

Your ſervant, Sir Luke; my dear Circuit, 1 
am frighten'd to death—your people tell me, 
you are but juſt recover'd from a 

Mrs. CIR CUILT. 

Oh! nothing at all! a faintneſs, a kind of 
ſwimming—but thoſe people are ever ſwelling 
that mole hills to mountains. 

Mrs. SIMPER. | 

I proteſt I was afraid that you had juffer'd 

your late diſappointment to lay hold of your 


ſpirits. 
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Mrs. CIRCULT. 
What diſappointment, my dear? 
C OI. ONE L. 
Mrs. Simper hints at the little miſtake made 


this morning at the Thatch'd Houſe. 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
That! ridiculous! I could have told you that 
a fortnight ago, child—all my own doing. 
| Mrs. SIMPER. 
How! 7 
Sir LUKE. 


Entirely. | 
I CIRCUIT. 
Oh! I always deteſted the thoughts of the 
* thing;—they would put me up, let me ſay what 
I would, fol was reduc'd to the neceſſity of 
prevailing upon two of my friends to Back ball 
| me. 
= Mrs. S IMP E R. 
That, indeed, alters the caſe. 
COLONEL. 
1 am vaſtly happy to hear it: your old ac- 
quaintance were afraid they ſhould loſe you. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
It is a ſign they know but little of me—but 
come, my good folks, I have prepared a ſmall 
collation in the next room, will you [| Exezzt. 


2 


8 


* 
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Enter Jack and WooDpForD. 


JACK. 

PII watch ſiſter, to ſee that nobody comes; 
now Woodford make good uſe of your time. 
[Exit Woodford.] There, I have left 'em to- 
gether; if I had ſtaid, I don't believe they 
would have open'd their mouths for a month: I 
never ſaw ſuch an alteration in a lad ſince the 
day I was born. —Why, if I had not known him 
before, I ſhould not have thought he had a 


”" WP 


old proverb: 


True 


er 0 ͤ——-— A cc. 


word to throw to a dog; but I remember the 
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True lovers are ſhy, 
When people are by. 
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I'll take a peep to ſee how they go on: there 
they are, juſt in the ſame poſture I left them; 
ſhe folding her fingers, and he twirling his 
hat; why they don't even look at each other: 
was there ever ſuch a couple of—ſtay, ſtay, 
now he opens his mouth—pſhaw!—lord ! there 
he ſhuts it again—huſh ! I hear ſomebody com- 
ing—no—nothing at all :—mother is ſafe I am 
ſure, —there is no danger from her now let us 
take tother—ſ[peeps at the door.] hum !—gadſo, 
matters are mightily mended—there! there! very 
well—there he lays down the law now he claps 
his hand on his heart—vaſtly pretty, I vow— 
there he ſwops with both his knees on the ground 
—charming !—and ſqueezes his hat with both 
hands, like one of the aftors—delightful ! ſhe 
wants him to riſe, and he won't—prodigious 


moving indeed | 
Enter BtTTy. 


EST YT; 
So Sir, what are you doing there? 
JACK. 
There! where? 
$.&1T-Y. 


With your eyes glew'd cloſe to the keyhole. 


JACK. 


I wanted to ſpeak a word to my ſiſter, 


Rr. 


Then why don't you open her door? 


JACK. 


I did not know but ſhe might be ſaying her 


prayers. 
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BRDF 6 : 

Prayers! a likely ſtory ! Who ſays their pray- 
ers at this time of the day ?—No, no, that 
won't paſs upon me.—Let me look—very pret- 
ty! So, ſo, I ſee there's ſomebody elſe at his 
prayers too—fine doings!—As ſoon as the com- 
pany goes, I ſhall take care to inform Mada 


your mother. 7 | 
J'A QC Ei | | 
Nay, but Mrs. Betty you won't be ſo— 


BETTY. 
Indeed, Mr. John, but I ſhall—P'll ſwallow 


none of your ſecrets, believe me, 


| JACK. 

What, perhaps your ſtomach is overloaded 
already, 

BEI TY. 

No matter for that, I ſhall be even with Miſs 
for telling Maſter about and concetning my 
drums. 

1188 
Why, Mrs. Betty, ſurely ſiſter could not 
3 BETTY. 
When ſhe very well knows that I have not 
ſent cards but twice the whole ſeaſon. 
JACK, 
Lord ! what ſignt— 
LR TT Fx. 

What would ſhe ſay, if ſhe viſited the great 
families I do? For tho' I am as I may ſay but 
a commoner, no private gentlewoman's gentle- 
woman, has a more prettier ſet of acquaintance, 


JACK. 
Wall but 


H B E Te 
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| BETTY. 

My routs indeed !—There is Mrs. Allſpice, 
who lives with lady Cicily Sequence, has ſix 
tables every Sunday, beſides looers, and brag- 
gers; and moreover propoſes giving a maſque- 
rade, the beginning of June, and J intends be- 
mg there. | 

JACK. 

Well, but to talk calmly. 

| BET.TY. 

And as Miſs is fo fond of fetching and-carry- 

ing, you may tell her we are to have a private 

play among ourſelves, as the quality have: 
the Diſtruſt ful Mother, *tis call'd Pylades, by 
Mr. Thomas, Lord Cataſtrophe's butler Her- 


mione, Mrs, Allſpice; and I ſhall do Andro- 
mache myſelf. 


ACK. 


A play! lord, Mrs. Betty, will you give me 
a ticket? 


. | 
AlPs one for that—and fo you may tell Miſs 
that— ell rings] coming, Madam, this minute 
and that, Mr, John, is the long and the fhort on't. 
þ Bell rings again.] Lord, J am coming Exit. 


Enter WoopForD to Jack. 
| WOODFOR D. 
What's the matter ? 
Ack. 

Here, Betty, my mother's fac totum, has juſt 
diſcover'd your haunts; and is gone to lay an 
information againſt you ſo depend upon it, 2 
ſearch warrant will iſſue directly. 

WOODFORD, 


ſiſter, 


Stay but a moment, till I take leave of your 


8 2 N 
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| ACK. 
Zooks! I tell on the conſtables will be here 
in a trice, ſo you have not a moment to loſe. 
WOODFORD. 
How unlucky this is! 
JACK. 


But I hope you have obtain'd a verdict how- 
ever. 


WOODFORD. 
No. 
JACK. 


No! 
WOODFORD. 
It would not have been decent, to have preſs'd 
the judge too ſoon for a ſentence. 
Ws 2g © 
Soon !—You are a ninny, I tell you ſo :— 
here you will ſuffer judgment to go by default. 
EI ou are a pretty practitioner indeed! 
WOODFOR D. 
This, you may know, my dear Jack, is an 


equity caſe; I have but juſt fil'd my bill; one 


muſt give the parties time to put in an anſwer. 
| | JACK. 

Time !—How you may come off in court I 
can't tell, but you will turn out but a poor 
chamber counſel I fear.— Well, come along, 
perhaps I may be able to procure another hear- 
ing before it is—but lord o'mercy | there is fa- 
ther croſſing the hall—ſhould he ſee us all's over 
ue have nothing for't but taking ſhelter with 
aſter, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 


Sir Lokk Lime, Mrs. CIgcuir, Colone! Sꝑ- 
CRET, and Mrs. S1MPER, diſcover'd at a table, 
with a | collation before them. 


Mrs. CIR c UTT. 

O by the bye, Sir Luke — take ſome of 

theſe ſweetmeats, my dear [to Mrs. SIM - 

per] — did not you promiſe to introduce to me 

that little agreeable piece of imperfection that be- 

longs to the opera ?—Colonel, won't you taſte 
the champaign ? 

Sir LU K E. | 
Who, Signior Piano — Let me aſſiſt Mrs. 


| Simper.— Why, Madam, I made an attempt; 


but at preſent—ſhan't I ſend you a biſcuit ?— 

he is in the poſſeſſion of a certain lady, who 

never ſuffers him out of her ſight for a moment. 
Mrs. SIM ER. 

Oh ! the curmudgeon I am vaſtly "I of 
theſe cuſtards. 

Sir LUKE, 

Yes, they have a delicate flavour—but he 
promis'd, if poſſible, to eſcape for an hour — 
won't you? {zo Mrs. Circuit. ] . 

". CEHEACULT, 

No, it gives me the heart-burn.—Then let 
us leave him a cover. 

C O LONEL. 

By all means in the world. 

Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

But there 'is, likewiſe, another party, for 

whom a place ought to be kept. 
| Mrs. 8 1 Mp E R. 
Another! Who can that be | wonder ? 
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Mn CIRCUIT. 

A ſmall appendix of mine. 

Sir LUKE. 

How, Madam! 

| Mis CIRCUIT. 

You need not be jealous, Sir Luke—taſte 
that tart Mrs. Simper—it is only my huſband 
the Serjeant,—Ha ! ha ! ha !—Betty makes 
them herſelf. 

Mrs. SIMPER. 
Oh ! you abominable creature! How could 
ſuch a thought come into your head? 
Sir LUKE, 
Ma'am— [ Offering ſweetmeats to Mrs, Simper.] 
Mrs. SIMPER, | 

Not a bit more, I thank you.—I ſwear and 
vow I ſhould ſwoon at the ſight. 

| Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

And l ſhould receive him with the polite in- 
difference of an abſolute ſtranger. ö 
Sir L U K E. | 

Well ſaid, my good Lady Intrepid ! But, 
notwithſtanding, I would venture a trifle that 
his appearance would give you ſuch an electri- 


cal ſhock 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
You are vaſtly deceiv'd. 
Sir IL. UK E. 
Dare you come to the proof ? Will you give 
me leave to introduce Mr. Serjeant? He 1s 


not far off, 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
What, my huſband ? 9 
Sir LU K E.. 
Even he ! I faw him as I enter'd the ns. 
rs. 
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| Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Impoſſible ! 

Sir LUKE. 


Nay, then I muſt fetch him. ¶ Exit Sir Luke, 
CO LON E I. 
I can't conceive what the knight wou'd be at. 


Mrs. S IMP E R. 
Why he is mad. 


—— T1CUTT. 
Or turn'd fool. 


Enter Sir Luk, with the StrjeAnT's peruke 
on a block. 


Sir LU K E. 
Now, Madam, have I reaſon? Is this your 
huſband or not ? | 
Mrs. SIMPER. 
It is he; not the leaft doubt can be made. 
COLONE L. 
Yes, yes, it is the Serjeant himſelf. 
; Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
I own it; I acknowledge the lord of my 
wiſhes. [Kiſſes the block. 
Mrs. S IMP E R. 
All his features are there 
COLON EI. g 
The grave caſt of his countenance . 
Sir L U K E. 3 
The vacant ſtare of his eye 
5 Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
The livid hue of his lips! 
Mrs. SIM P E R. 
The rubies with which his cheeks are enrich'd! 
COLONEL. 


The filent ſolemnity when he fits on the 
ench! 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
We muſt have him at table; but pray good 
folks let my huſband appear like himſelf.— I'll 
run for the gown, Exit, 


Mrs. 8 1 M P E R. 
By all means in the world. 


Sir LUX E. 
Diſpatch, I beſeech you. 


Mrs. CixcuiT returns with a gown and band. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT, 
Sir Luke, lend your aſſiſtance, 
COLONE L. 
There, place him at the head of the table. 
[They fix the head at the back of a chair, and 
place it at table; then all fit, 
Mrs. SIMPER. 
Madam, you'll take care of your huſband. 
Mis. CIRCUIT. 
I don't want to be put in mind of my duty. 
Mrs. STMPER. 
Oh, Madam ! I know that very well. 
| Sir L UK E. | 
Come, Hob or Nob, Maſter Circuit—let us 
try if we can't fuddle the Serjeant. 
COLONE LI. 
O! fye ! have a proper reſpect for the coif. 
Mrs. SIM E R. 

Don't be too facetious, Sir Luke: it is not 
quite ſo ſafe to ſport with the heads of the law; 
you don't know how ſoon you may have a little 
buſineſs together, 

Sir LUKE. 

But come, the Serjeant is ſulky,-I have 
thought of a way to divert him :—You _— 
ie 
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he is never ſo happy as when he is hearing a 

cauſe ; ſuppoſe we were to plead one before 

him; Mrs. Circuit and I to be counſel, the co- 

lonel the clerk, and Mrs. Simper the cryer. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

The fineſt thought in the world! And ſtay, 
to conduct the trial with proper ſolemnity, let's 
rummage his wardrobe ; we ſhall there be able 
to equip ourſelves with ſuitable dreſſes. 

re. 

Alons, alons ! 

Mrs. SIMPER. 
There is no time to be loſt, [ All riſe. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

[ Stopping ſhort as they are going out.] But 
won't my huſband be angry, if we leave him 
alone? Bye, dearee—we ſhall ſoon return to 
thee again. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Serj. Circuit, not perceiving the collation. 
SERJEANT. 
So, my lord not being able to ſit, there was 
no occaſion for me.—I can't put that girl's non- 
ſenſe out of my head—My wife is young to be 


[| 


fure, and loves pleaſure I own ; but as to the 


main article, I have not the leaſt ground to ſuf- 


pect her in that—No, no !—And then Sir 
Luke ! my proſien ami, the deareſt friend I have 
in the—Heyday ! | ſeeing the collation] What 
the deuce have we here? -A collation !—So, 
ſo—I fee madam knows how to divert herſelf 
during my abſence. —What's this? [ ſeeing rhe 
block) Oh, ho! ha! ha! ha !—Well, that's 


pretty enough I proteſt. —Poor girl, I ſee ſhe 


could not be happy without having ſomething 


at table that reſembled me. How pleas'd arr 
| Wil 
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will be to find me here in propria perſonà.— By 
your leave, Mrs. Circuit [te doton and eats] 
Delicate eating, in troth-—and the wine [drinks] 
—Champaign as I live muſt have t'other glaſs 
—T hey little think how that gentleman there 
regales himſelf ih their abſence-- Ha! ha! ha! 
quite convenient, I vow—the heat of the wea- 
ther has made me—Come, brother Coif, here's 
your health—{drinks]—-l muſt pledge myſelf I 
believe drinks agan]—deviliſh ſtrong—pſhut! 
—Somebody's coming Igels up and goes towards 


: the wings] — What do 1 fee? Four lawyers ! 


What the devil can be the meaning of this? I 


# > 
c 


* ſhould be glad to get at the bottom of —Hey ! 
By your leave, brother Serjeant—I muſt crave 
the uſe of your robe ts down, and gets under 
' the gown|—Between ourlelves, this is not the 
* firſt time this gown has cover'd a fraud. 


Enter Sir Luke, Colonel, Mrs. Circuit, and 
Mrs. SIMPER, dreſſed as counſellors. 


Sir LUKE. 


E Come, come, gentlemen, diſpatch, the court 


has been waiting ſome time. Brother Circuit, 
you have look'd over your brief? 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 


5 What; do you ſuppoſe, Sir, that like ſome of 


our brethren I defer that till I come into court? 
No, no. | 
Sir | # U K E. | 


pith of all modern practice. 


— 
One ſhould think, Sir Luke, you had been 
bred to the bar. 


3 Sir LU K E. 
Child, I was ſome years in the Temple; 2 
3 the 


This cauſe contains the whole marrow and 
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the death of my brother robb'd the robe of my 


labours. 


| Mrs. SIMPER. e 
What a loſs to the public! | 0 
Sir LUKE. N 
You are ſmart, Mrs. Simper, I can tell you, 
Serjeant Snuffle, whoſe manner I ſtudy'd, pro- 
nounc'd me a promiſing youth. : 
Mrs. SIMPER, . 
I don't doubt it. 
' 
4 


Sir LU K E. 
But let us to buſineſs. And firſt, fer the 
ſtate of the caſe: The parties you know are 
Hobſon and Nobſon; the object of litigation is 
a ſmall parcel of land, which is to decide the | 
fate of a borough, | 
ener. ; 
True; calPd Turnbury Mead. a 
Sir LU K E. 
Very well. Then to bring matters to a ſhort 
iſſue, it was agreed, that Nobſon ſhould on the 
premiſes cut down a tree, and Hobſon bring 
his action of damage. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
True, true. 


Sir L U K E. E 
The jury being ſworn, and the counſellors 
feed, the court may proceed. Take your ſeats — 
But hold—I hope no gentleman has been 


touch'd on both ſides. 
KI: To 
Oh! fye! 
; Sir LUKE, 


Let ſilence be call d. 


Mrs. SIMPER, 
Silence in the court! 
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Sir LUKE. 

But ſtop. To be regular, and provide for 
freſh cauſes, we muſt take no notice of the bo- 
rough and lands, the real objects in view, but 
ſtick faſt to the tree, which is of no import- 
ance at all. 

A L L. 

True, true. 

Sir LUKE. 

Brother Circuit, you may proceed, 

| Mes, Nel. 

Gentlemen of the Jury.— l am in this cauſe 
counſel for Hobſon, the plaintiff, —The action 
is brought againſt Nebuchadonezer Nobſon, 
That he the ſaid Nobſon did cut down a tree, 
value two-pence, and to his own ule ſaid tree 
did convert.—Nobſon juſtifies, and claims tree 
as his tree. We will, gentlemen, firſt ſtate the 
probable evidence, and then come to the poſi- 
tive: and firſt as to the probable. — When was 
this tree here belonging to Hobſon, and claim'd 
by Nobſon, cut down? Was it cut down pub- 
licly in the day, in the face of the ſun, men, 
women, and children, all the world looking 
on.?—No; it was cut down privately, in the 
night, in a dark night, nobody did fee, no- 
body could fee. —Hum—And then with reſpect 
and regard to this tree, I am inſtructed to ſay, 
gentlemen, it was a beautiful, an ornamental 
tree to the ſpot where it grew. Now can it be 
thought that any man would come for to go in 
the middle of the night, nobody ſeeing, no- 
body did ſee, nobody could lee, and cut down 
a tree, which tree was an ornamental tree, if 
tree had been his tree ?—Certainly no.—And 
agatn, gentlemen, we moreover inſiſt, that this 
12 tree 
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tree was not only ornamental to the ſpot where 
it grew, but it was a uſeful tree to the owner; 
it was a plumb-tree, and not only a plum- 
tree, but I am authoriz'd to ſay the beſt of 
plum- trees, it was a damſin plum. Now 
can it be thought, that any man wou'd come for 
to go, in the middle of the night, nobody ſee- 
ing, nobody did ſee, nobody could fee, and cut 
down a tree; which tree was not only an orna- 
mental tree, but a uſeful tree; and not only a 
uſeful tree, but a plum tree; and not only a 
plum-tree, but the beſt of plum: trees, a dam- 
fin plum? Moſt aſſuredly 50.—If fo be then, 
that this be ſo, and fo it moſt certainly is, I ap- 
digs no doubt will remain with the court, 

ut my client a verdict will have, with full coſts 
of ſuits, in ſuch a manner and fo forth, as may 
nevertheleſs appear notwithſtanding, 
| Sir L. U NK E. 

Have you done, Mr. Serjeant? 

eee. 

You may procecd. 

Sir LUKE, 

Gentlemen of the jury—I am in this cauſe 
counſel for Hob—Zouns! I think the head 
moves. 

A L L. 

Hey! . 

COLONE L. 

No, no, Mrs. Simper jogg'd the chair with 

her foot, that was all. | 
| Sir LUKE, 

For Hercules Hobſon—(l1 cou'd have ſworn 
it had ſtir'd) I ſha'nt gentlemen upon this oc- 
gaſion, attempt to move your paſſions, by flow- 
png periods, and rhetorical flowers, as Mr. Ser- 
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jeant has done; no, gentlemen, if I get at your 


hearts, I will make my way thro' your heads, 
however thick they may be—in order to which, 
I will purſue the learned gentleman, thro' what 
he calls his probable proofs: and firſt, as to 
this tree's being cut down in the night; in part 
we will grant him that point, but, under favour, 
not a dark night, Mr. Serjeant; no, quite the 
reverſe, we can prove that the moon ſhone 
bright, with uncommon luſtre that night—So 


that if ſo be as how people did not ſee that was 


none—[Serjeant ſneezes.] nay, Mrs. Circuit, if 
you break the thread of my— 
| dirs. Nel. 
Me break !—1 ſaid nothing I'm ſure. 
Sir LU K E. 


That's true, but you ſneez'd. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT, 
Not I. 


Sir LU K E. 

I am ſure ſomebody did; it could not be the 
head conſider the leaſt interruption puts one 
out of one's—None of our faults, they might 
have look'd on and ſeen if they would. And 
then as to this beautiful tree, with which Mr. 
Serjeant has ornamented his ſpot—No, gentle- 
men, no ſuch matter at all; I am inſtructed to 
lay quite the reverſe; a ſtunted tree, a blighted, 
blaſted tree; a tree not only limbleſs, and leaf- 
leſs, but very near lifeleſs; that was the true 
ſtate of the tree: and then as to its uſe, we 
gyn it was a plum- tree indeed, but not of the 
kind Mr. Serjeant ſets forth, a damſin plum; 
our proofs ſay loudly a bull plum; but if ſo 
be and it had been a damſin plum, will any 
man go for to ſay, that a damlin, plum is He 
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beſt kind of plum ; not a whit, I take upon 
me to ſay it 1s not a noun ſubſtantive plum— 
with plenty of ſugar - it does pretty well indeed 
ina tart, but to eat it by itſelf, will Mr. Serjeant 
go to compare it with the queen mother, the 
padrigons— 
SERJEAN T. 
[ App-aring ſuddenly from under the gown. 
The green gages, or the orlines. 
Mrs, CIRCUTLET. 
As I live *tis my huſband ! 
SERJEAN T. 
Nay, Sir Luke don't you run away too—give 
me a buſs—lince I was born, I never heard a 


finer reply; I am ſorry I did not hear your ar- 


gument out—but I cou'd not xeœſiſt. 
Sir LUKE. 

This I own was a little ſurpriſe—had you been 

long here Mr. Serjeant ? 
SERJEAN T, 

But the inſtant you enter'd. 

Sir LUKE, 

So, then all 1s ſafe. [Alde.] 

S ER I EAN T. 
But come, won't you refreſh you, Sir Luke 
you have had hard duty to day. 
FSW Sir LUKE. 
I drank very freely at table. 
SERJEAN T. 

Nay, for the matter of that, I ha'n't been idle; 
[both drint.] But come, throw off your gown, 
and let us finiſh the bottle: I ha'n't had ſuch a 
mind to be merry I can't tell the day when. 

Sir LUKE. 
Nay then, Mr. Serjeant, have at you come, 


here's long life and health to the law, [Drinks.] 
| | 8 E R- 
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SERJEAN x. 

PII pledge that toaſt in a bumper. [ Drinks.)] 
—T'll take Charlot's hint, and ſee if I can't draw 
the truth out of the Knight by a bottle. [ A/ide. ] 

Sir LU K E. 

PI try if I can't fuddle the fool, and get rid of 

him that way, | Afeae.] 
SERJEAN x. 

I could not have thought it : why where the 
deuce did you pick up all this ? But by the bye, 
pray who was the cryer ? 

Sir L U K E. 
Did not you know her? Mrs. Simper, your 
neighbour, 
SERJEAN T. 
A peſtilent jade! ſhe's a good one I warrant, 
Sir LUKE, 

She is thought very pretty; what ſay you to 

a glaſs in her favor? 
SERJEANT. 

By all means in 72 world! [ they drink] and 

that ſpark the clerk? 
dier L UE F. 

Colonel Secret, a friend, to the lady you 
toaſted. 

S ER IE ANT. 

A friend ! oh, ay—l underſtand you come, 
let us join 'em together. 

Sir L UK E. 

Alons. [drink.] Egad, I ſhall be caught in 
my own trap, I begin to feel myſelf fluſter'd 
already. [Aids.] 

8 E RJ E ANI. 
Delicate white wine, indeed! I like it better 
every glaſs. [ Sings.] | 
Drink and drive care away, 
Drink and be merry. 1 
ir 
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Sir LU K E. | 
True, my dear Serjeant—this is the ſearcher 
of ſecrets—the only key to the heart. 


SERJEANT. 
Right boy, in veritas vino, 
Sir L U K E. 
No deceit in a bumper. [Sings.] Drink and 
be merry. 
SERJEANT. 
Merry ! dammee, what a ſweet fellow you are; 
what would I give, to be half fo jolly and ſgay. 


Sir LU K E. 

[ Appearing very drunk.] Would you? and 
yet do you know, Serjeant, that at this very junc- 
ture of time, there is a thing has popp'd into 
my head, that diſtreſſes me very much. 


SERJEANT. 
Then drive it out with a bumper [Drink.] 
Well, how is it now. 


Sir LU K E. 
Now !—the matter is not mended at all. 
SERJEAN T. 

What the deuce is the buſineſs that ſo ſticks 

in your ſtomach, | 
Sir LU K E. 
You know, my dear Serjeant, I am your 
friend, your real, your affectionate friend, 
SERJEAN T. 
1 believe, it Sir Luke. | 
Sir LUKE. 

And yet, for theſe ſix months, I have con- 
ceal'd a ſecret, that touches you near, very 
near 

SERIE ANI. 

Me near! That was wrong, very wrong; 

friends ſhould have all things in common. 
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| Sr LU K E. 

That's what I ſaid to myſelf; Sir Luke, ſays J. 
open your heart to your friend; but to tell you 
the truth, what ſealed up my lips, was the fear 
that this ſecret ſhould make you ſulky and ſad, 

SER J E ANT. 
Me ſulky and fad! ha! ha! how little you 


know of me. | 
Sir LUKE. 


Swear then that you won't be uneaſy, 
SERJEANT., 
Well, I do, 
Sir LUKE. 


[Ri/ſing.] Soft! let vs fee that all's ſafe — 
well, Mr. Serjeant, do you know that you ate 
a fine, honeſt fellow? 

SERIE ANI. 

Is that ſuch a ſecret? 

Sir L UK E. 
Be quiet; a damn'd honeſt fellow but as to 


your wife 
SERJEANT. 
Well? 


Sir L U K E. 
She is an infamous ſtrum 
SERJEAN T. 
How ! it is a falſhood Sir Luke, my wife Is 
as virtuous a wom— | 
. 5 Sir L U K E. | 
Oh! if you are angry, your ſervant—I 
thought that the news would have pleas'd you 
for after all, what is the buſineſs to me? 
What do I get by the bargain ?. 
"SERTRANT. 1 
That's true ; but then would it not vex any 
man to hear his wife abus'd in ſuch a— 
Sir LUKE. 
Not if it's true, you old fool, 
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SERJEANT. 
I ſay it is falſe: prove it; give me that ſatis- 
faction Sir Luke. 

Sir LU K E. 

Oh ! you ſhall have that pleaſure directly; and 
to come at once to the point—you remember 
laſt New-year's day how ſeverely it froze. 

SERJEANT. 


I do recollect, 
. 


Very well; we are all invited to dine at Al- 
derman Inkle's, 
SERJEANT. 
Very right. 
Sir LUKE. 
Well, and I did not go: Mrs. Circuit made 
me dine here, in this houſe—was it my fault ? 
SERJEAN T, 
No, no, Sir Luke, no. 
Sr LUKE. 
At table ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid, I was the picture 


of you—was it my fault? 
8 E RI EAN I. 
Well, and ſuppoſe you are 3 where's the miſ- 


chief in that ? 
Sir L U K E. 


Be quiet, I tell you; then throwing her arms 
round my neck, —it is my huſband himſelf I 
_ embrace, it is my little old man that I kiſs !-— 

for ſhe has a prodigious affection for you at 


bottom was it my fault? 
SERJEANT. 
But what is there ſerious in this, doſt think 


I mind ſuch wil; 
LUXE. 


Hold your 8 you fool, for a moment 
then throwing her Tereſa aſide - upon my ſoul 
ſhe is prodigious fine every where here—was it 


my fault ? 5 
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SERJEAN T. 
My fault! my fault! I fee no fault in all this. 
. Sir LUKE. | 
[ Hatching @ cry.) No! why then my dear 
friend, do you know that I was ſo unworthy, 
ſo profligate, ſo abandon'd—as to—[riſes] ſay 
ho more, the buſineſs is done. 
SERJEAN x. 


Ay, indeed | 
Sir LUKE. 


Oh! fact! there is not the leaſt doubt of the 
matter; this is no hear ſay, dy'e ſee, I was by 


all the while. | 
SERJEAN T. 


Very pretty! very fine upon my word. 
SE LULE - 
Was it my fault? what could I do? put 
yourſelf in my place; I muſt have been more, 


or leſs, than man to reſiſt. 
SERJEANT. | 


Your fault, Sir Luke, no, no—you did but 
your duty—but as to my wife— 
Sir LU K E. 
She's a diabolical fiend, I ſhall hate her as 
long as I live. 
SERJEANT. 
And I too. 


Sir LUKE. 
Only think of her forcing me, as it were with 
a ſword at my. breaſt, to play ſuch a trick; you, 
my dear Serjeant, the beſt, trueſt friend I have 
in the world. [WVeeps. ] 
SERJEAN x. 

[ Weeping.) Dry your tears, dear Sir Luke; 
I ſhall ever gratefully acknowledge your confi- 
dence in truſting me with the ſecret—[ taking 
him forward.) But I think it might be as well 

kept from the reſt of the world, ; 
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| Sir LUKE, | a 
My dear ſoul, do you think I would tell it to 
any mortal but you? No, no, not to my bro- 
ther himſelf Tou are the only man upon earth 1 
1 wou'd truſt. 


s E RI EAN x. F 

Ten thouſand thanks, my dear friend ! ſure 
there is no comfort, no balſam in life like a 
friend—bur I ſhall make Madam Circuit re- 


mem be 1— 


7 . 


I'M 2 
K 


e 


Sir LU K E. 
We neither of us ought to forgive her were 
J you, I'd get a divorce. 
SERJEAN T. 
So I will—provided you will promiſe not to 
marry her af&r. ; 
Sir L U K E. 4 
Me! I'll ſooner be torn to pieces by wild 
horſes—no, my dear friend, we will retire to 
my houſe in the country together, and there, in ; 
innocence and ſimplicity, feeding our pigs and 
igeons, like Pyramus and Thiſbe, we will Y 
2 the paragons of the age. 4 
SERJEAN T. | 
Agreed ; we wil] be the whole earth to each 5 
ether; for, as Mr. Shakespur ſays, 4 
The friend thou haſt and his adoption try'd 5 
* Claſp to thy ſoul, and quit the world beſide.“ — 3 
Sir L U K E. 
Zouns, here comes Madam Serjeant herſelf. | 
Enter Mrs. Circuit. 
Mrs CIRCUIT, 
89, Gentlemen |! a ſweet tete a tete you have 
been holding—but I know it all, not a ae 
you have ſaid has been loſt. 
Sir LU K E. 
Then, T hope you have been well entertained 
Mrs, Circuit: 
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Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
And you, you mean ſpirited, daſtardly wretch, 
to lend a patient ear to his infamous, improba- 
ble tales, equally ſhameful both to you and me. 
SERJEANT. 
How Madam! have you the aſſurance— 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Yes, Sir, the aſſurance that innocence gives; 
there is not a ſoul, I thank heaven, that can 
lay the leaſt ſoil, the leaſt ſpot, on my virtue; 


nor is there a man on earth but yourſelf would 


have ſat and ſilently liſten'd to the fictions and 
fables of this intemperate ſot. 


SERJEAN T. 
Why to be ſure the knight is overtaken a little; 
very near drunk. 
| Sir LUKE, 
I hope he believes it is a lie. [Alde.] 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Do me inſtant juſtice on this defamer, this 
lyar, or never more expect to ſee me in your 
houſe. | 

SERJEAN T, 

I begin to find out the fraud, this is all a 

flam of the knight's. 


Mrs, CIRCUIT. 

Pl drive this inſtant to a friend of mine in the 
Commons, and ſee if no ſatisfaction can be had, 
for blaſting the reputation of a woman like me 
—and hark you Sir, what inducement, what 
devil could prompt ?— 

SERJEAN T. 
Ay; what devil could prompt — 


Sir LUKE. 
Heyday ! 
Me CIRCHIT. 
But I gueſs at your motive; you flatter'd 


yourſelf 
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yourſelf, that by marrying Charlot, and dif- 
carding of me you ſhould engroſs all his affec- 


tions and— | 
SERJEANT. 


True, true—ſtop, my life, let me come at 
him, a little: hark you, Mr. Knight, I begin to 
diſcover that you ate a very ſad dog. 

Sir LUKE, 


Et tu Brute! 
S EKRIE ANT. 


Brute ! — you'll find I am not the brute you 
would have made me believe I have conſider'd 
both ſides of the queſtion. 

Sir LUKE, 

Both ſides of the queſtion ? 

SERIE AAT. 

Both: if your ſtory is true, you are a ſcoun- 
drel to debauch the wife of your friend; and if 
it is falſe, you are an infamous lyar. 

Sir LUKE, 
Well argued. 
SERJEANT. 
So in both caſes, get out of my houſe. 
| sir I. UE I. 

Nay, but Serjeant— 
| SERJEAN TT. 

Troop I tell you, and never again enter theſe 
walls—you have libelled my wife, and I will 


ſee you no more. 
| Sir LUKE, 


Was there ever ſuch a— 
SERJEANT. 
March! and as to my daughter, I would as 


ſoon marry her to a forma pauperis client. 
[ Exit Sir Luke. 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
Do you conſider, Mr. Circuit, where you are 
puſhing the fellow? That chamber is Charlot's. 
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Enter Sir Luxz, Wooprokp, CHaRLoT, and 
. Jack, 
- Sir LUKE. 
E Heyday! who the deuce have we here ?— q 
Pray walk in, my good folks your ſervant Miſs 1 
Charlot; your ſervant Mr. What-d'ye-call-um. 1701 
— Mr. Serjeant, you need not trouble yourſelf 
to cater for Miſs; your family you ſee can pro- 
3 vide for themſelves. | 16 
EERJEANT.-. my 
1 Heyday! What the deuce is all this! Who 17 
are you Sir, and how came you here? [To — 1 
Woodford.] — 6 94 
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| TEND JACK. 
b It was J, father, that brought him. 
 _$SERJEANT. 

How, firrah ! 

Sir L UK E. 
Well ſaid my young limb of the law. 
JACK. 

Come, let us have none o'your—tho" I 
brought Mr. Woodford, yau could not perſuade 
me to do the ſame office for you—father, never 
ſtir if he did not make me the proffer, if 1 would 
let him into the houſe the night you was at 
Kingſton, of a new pair of ſilk ſtockings, and 
to learn me a minuet. 

Sir LU K E. | 

Me! I ſhould never have got you to turn 

out your toes. 


JACK. 
Ay, and moreover you made me puſh out 
my cheſt, and do ſo with my fingers, as if J | 4 
was taking two pinches of ſnuff. | ; 


sir I. U k E. . 
R You ſee, Mr. Serjeant, what a fondneſs, I 1 
3 55 1 
ave for every twig of your family. 1 
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S K RIE ANT. 
1 ſhall thank you hereafter—but from you, 


Charlot, I expected other gueſs— 


 __CHARLOT. 
When, Sir, you hear this whole matter ex- 
plain'd, you will acquit I am ſure. 
| WOODFORD. 
Indeed, Sir, I am wholly to blame; my be- 
ing here was as much a ſurprize upon Miſs 


SER'JEAN I. 
But now you are here, pray what's your bu- 


fineſs ? 
JACK. 


O! father, I can acquaint you with that 
he wanted me to bring a love letter to Charlot, 
ſo I told him he might bring it himſelf, for that 
I would not do any ſuch thing for never ſo much, 
for fear of offending of you. 

SERJEAN T. 
You mended the matter indeed—but after all, 
who, and what are you ? | 
JACK. 

It's the young gentleman that lives over our 

heads, to whom Mr. Fairplay is guardian. 
SERJEANT. 
Who, Woodford ? 


JACK. 
The ſame. 
SERJEANT. 
And are you, young man in, a ſituation to think 


of a wife? 
WOODFORD. 


I am flattered, Sir, that as juſtice is with me, 
I ſhall one day have no contemptible fortune to 
throw at her feet. 
SERJEANT. 
Juſtice is! What ſignifies juſtice ?—ls the 
law with you, you fool? 
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WOODFORD. 
With your help, Sir, I ſhould hope for their 
union, upon this occaſion at leaſt, 


SERJEAN T. 

Well, Sir, I ſhall re-conſider your papers, 
and, if there are probable grounds, I may be 
induc'd to hear your propoſals. 


WOOD FOR D. 

Nay then, Sir, the recovering my paternal 
poſſeſſions makes me anxious indeed. Could I 
hope that the young lady's good with would at- 
tend me ? | 

CHARL OT, 
T haye a father, and can have no will of my 
own. | 
Sir LUKE. 


So then it ſeems poor Pil Garlick here is 
diſcarded at once. 


SERJEANT. 
Why, could you have the impudence, after 
what has happen'd, to hope that 


Mrs. CIRCUIT. 
He has given wonderful proofs of his mo- 


deſty. 
| Sir LUKE. 
Be quiet, Mrs. Circuit. Come, good folks, 
I will ſet all matters to rights in a minute; and 
firſt, Mr. Serjeant, it becomes me to tell you, 
that I never intended to marry your daughter, 
SERJEAN T. 
How ! never! 
Sir LUKE, 
Never. She is a fine girl I allow; but would 
it now, Mr. Sexjeant, have been honeſt in me, 
to have robb'd the whole ſex of my perſon, and 
conhn'd my favors to her? 
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SERJEANT. 


How! 

Sir LUKE. 

No! I was ſtruck with the immorality of the 
thing ; and therefore to make it impoſſible that 
you ſhould ever give me your daughter, I in- 
vented the ſtory I told you concerning Mrs. 
Circuit and me. 


SERJEANT. 
How ! 
Sir I. UX E. 


Truth, upon my honour. —Your wife there 


will tell you the whole was a lye. 
SERJEANT. 


Nay, then indeed. —But with what face can 
I look up to my dear ? I have injur'd her be- 
yond the hopes of forgiveneſs. —Wou'd you, 
lovee, but pals an act of oblivion— 

r NSN 

See me here proſtrate to implore your cle- 

mency in behalf of my friend. 
Mrs. CIRCUIT. 

Of that I can't determine dire&ly,—But as 
you ſeem to have ſome ſenſe of your guilt, I 
ſhall grant you a reprieve for the preſent ; 
which contrition and amendment may, perhaps, 
in time ſwell into a pardon. 


But if again offending you are caught, 
, 
Then let me ſuffer, dearee, as I ought 
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OF HIS COUNT RY, 


THIS COMEDY 
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IS DEDICATED 


BY HIS LORDSHIP'S MOST 
DEVOTED AND OBLIGED 
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Spoken by Mr. FOO TE. 


7 4 * 95 +: 7 2 
e 


OR mavit's heen ſatire, and this laugbi X 
; I hat theme fo f witful as 4 pours op Lov 
For not confin'd to commerce is the curſe, 

The bead is near as empty as the furſe ; 

; 2 Junk, our credit aud our wit, 
. ei the ſage more ſolvent than the cit; 

* All thiſe—— tut oft, ere thus abroad wwe roam, 
Pire it not prudent firſt to look at home? 
Va, gentle Sirs, have giw'n me credit long, 
And took my word for many an idle ſong ; 
But if exhauſted, I give notes to-day, — 
For auit and humour, which I cannot pay, 
1 muſt turn Pankrupt co, and hoy aa. 
Unis indeed, I mediſhly apply, 
For leave 10 ſell my works by Iottery. 
7 few awill favour, where's no caſh to fee'em, 
Poor hojes, that away to part with my Muſeum : 
My old friend, Smirk, indeed, may lend his aid, 
And fell by auction all my ftock in trade; 
His placid features, and imploring ee, 
May tempt perhaps the tardy town to buy ; 
His winning manner, and his ſoft adareſs, 
To other ſales of mine have giw'n ſucceſs ; 
But afier all, any ever honour'd friends, 
On yeu alone my fate this night depend, ; 
Poe fought ſome batiles, gain'd ſome wit? ries here, 
Aud litile thought a 2 to appear 
Before this houſe ; but if reſolyd zeu go 
To find me guilty, or to make me ſo, 
To grant me neither wit, nor taſte, nor ſenſe, 
Vain were my plea, and ay my defence. 
But till, I will not ſteal, I awill net beg, 
% Pee a paſſport in this auocden Jig. 
But to my cot contented(y retire, 
And flew my cabbage by my enly fre; 
Vean time, great Sirs, my ſentence y4t unknown, f 
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E'en as your Tuftice be your candour t caun, 
Aud when you touch my benaur, dcn f forget your ca. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Riſcounter, 
Lydia, 8 — 
ucy, 2 — 


Kitty, — 


. 

Sir Robert Riſcounter, Mr. Foote. 

Sir James Biddulph, Mr. Aickin, 
Pillage, — — Mr. Palmer. 
Reſource, — — Mr. Fearon. 
Margin, — — Mr. Baddeley. 
Robin, — — Mr. Whitefield, 
Phelim O'Flam, — Mr. Banniſter. 
James, — — Mr. R. Palmer. 
Sir Thomas Tradewell, Mr. Davis. 
Dingey, — — Mr. Griffiths. 
Pepper, —  — Mr. Stephens. 
Plaifter, —  — Mr. Jones. 
Rumour, — — Mr. Llyd. 
Clerk, — — Mr. Walters, 


Miſs Sherry. 


Mrs. 


Jewell. 


Miſs Ambroſe, 
Miſs Platt. 


ti 


r 


Enter ROBIN and KITTY, meeting. 


R O BIN. 


HIS letter and caſket, with my maſter's 
moſt reſpectful compliments, you will, 
Kitty, with your own fair hands, deliver to 
| Miſs. 
1 rr. 
The Caſket is heavy—I ſuppoſe, Mr. Robin, 
this is what my Lady calls the Purry funalia? 


RO BIN. 


A ſmall tribute, Madam, to adorn the bride 
on the happy occaſion. 


B KITTY. 
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Kir. 
What then, I ſuppoſe you look upon this mar- 
riage as good as concluded. 
ROBIN. 
Things are gone ſuch a length, that not the 
leaſt doubt can be made. 
ITI. 
And yet between the cup and the lip, you 
Temember the proverb ? 
ROBIN, 
One of the parties may die to be ſure, other- 
wiſe I don't know how— 
IT TA. 
No? 
ROBIN. 


No: The young lady has not alter'd her 
mind ? 


| <P yp hy bald 
Not to my knowledge. 
ROBIN. 
What, Sir Robert Riſcounter, her father? 
theſe curmudgeonly cits regard no ties, no obli- 
gations when they have an higher intereſt in 


view. I ſuppoſe he has received larger propoſals 
from ſome other party. 


EITTY:; 
J have heard no ſuch thing. 
ROBIN. 


Well then, I am ſure no impediment can ariſe 
from our quarter, My maſter, Sir James Bid- 
| | dulph, 


e 
2 
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dulph, is too much a man of honour : beſides, 
I know his whole ſoul is wrapt up in Miſs Lydia. 


KITT. 


He has given her pretty convincing proofs of 
his paſſion. 


ROBIN. 


What, I ſuppoſe the malicious mother-in-law, 
who, I know, hates Miſs, and has a damn'd deal 
of art, in conjunction with Miſs Lucy, that pre- 
cious pledge of her former huſband's affections, 
has contrived to throw ſome confounded rub in 
the way. 

III. 


Bleſs me, Mr. Robin, I don't know what you 
mean, I am ſure I ſaid nothing at all. 


ROBIN. 
No? 
I. 


No. But only that things which are not done, 
may perhaps never be done; there is nothing 
certain but death. 


ROBIN. 


Very moral, Miſs Kitty, — (there is ſome mil- 
tery, if I could but get at it, but this ſlut is as 
cunning—I will have a trial, however) nay, for 
the matter of that, I can have, Mrs. Kitty, no 
intereſt at all in this match: there is ſo much 
confinement, and form, even in the moſt faſhion- 
able families, that a ſingle ſervice is beſt ſuited 
to me, eſpccially too, that now I am got into 
mot of the clubs: there is one circumſtance I 

B 2 ſhall 
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ſhall moſt feelingly regret : That I own, will 
greatly touch me. | 


KIT. 
And pray, what may that be, Mr. Robin? 
ROBIN. ö 


Not living under the ſame roof with Miſs 
Kitty, I made no doubt, Madam, but your 
fortunes would follow your miſtreſs's, and, 
in that caſe, I thought to ſoften the rigours of my 
captivity, in your agreeable converſe. 


| Pp Ts whe wth 


Really, Mr. Robin? Well, I proteſt, I did 
nor. 

ROBIN. 

And when our mutual endeavours had pro- 
cured for us a ſmall independence, I flatter'd my- 
ſelf with gently ſliding the down-hill of life, 
ſubject to no other will but Miſs Kitty's. 


KITTY. 
What a difference between him, and the ſer- 


vants of this fide the bar? — Really, Mr. Robin, 
you talk nearly as well as your maſter, 


ROBIN. 
And no wonder, Madam, ſince love, the ſame 
deity, inſpires us both. 
r 
How quick you are in your rippartees, Mr. 
Robin? are you good at a riddle ? 
ROBIN. 
If you mean the making them, no; it is too 


low a ſpecies of writing for me; for novels J 
have 


ſc 


. at big 


882 
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have now and then ſome dealings with Noble, 
and have by me a genteel comedy of one act, 
that is thought to have a good deal of merit, 


1 


And Pray when does it make its appearance? 
ROBIN. 


Why, faith, I don't know, all the managers 
are ſuch ſcribblers, that they won't give a genius 
fair play, but engroſs the whole ſtage to them- 
ſelves. 


KO -F Ys 


Very ſelfiſh, indeed. Well, Mr. Robin, though 
you won't make a riddle, I wil, which, as my 
Lady expects me, you may ſtudy to expound by 
yourſelf. This match won't takes place, and yet 
are none of the parties to blame; I may live in 
tae ſame houſe with you, though I ſhould leave 
my young Miſtreſs's ſervice, and the loſs of my 
place may perhaps be the making of my fortune. 
So Adieu, 

ROBIN. 


Nay, but Miſs Kitty, one word, if you pleaſe. 
r 


Not a ſyllable, go, and reg your brains. 
But take this, for your comfort, that if you can- 


not at preſent make out my meaning, a little time 


will fully explain it. [ Exit, 


ROBIN. 


So ſkittiſh and ſhy, Mrs. Pert! but if our 
next meeting don't bring forth this ſecret, you 
are no true chambermaid, nor I fit for a valet de 
chambre. All reſerve amongſt ſervants is flat 
| treaſon 
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treaſon againſt the community. Every well-dif- 
ciplin'd domeſtic is bound in honour, however 
careful of his own, to reveal all family ſecrets, to 
the reſt of the tribe. But I muſt bruſh off, for 
here comes my Lady. [ Exit, 


Enter Lady RISCOUNTER, and JAMES. 


Lady RISCO UNTER. 


And he has promiſed that the paragraph ſhall 
appear in the paper this morning? 


JAM ES. 
I am afraid, Madam, there is no doubt of his 
keeping his word. 


Lady RISC O UNTER. 
Afraid]! what a puſillanimous creature art thou? 
JAMES. 


As your Ladyſhip, by what means I know 
not, 1s acquainted with my veneration for Miſs, 
you can't wonder at my feeling ſome compunc- 
tion, in becoming an inſtrument to ruin her 
fame. 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Why the fellow is a fool : don't you conſider, 
that her ruin, as you call it, will be your riſe ? 


JAM Es. 
Pethaps ſo, Madam, but how can I— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
You love Lydia, you fay ? 
JAM Es. 
More than I have words to expreſs. 


Lady 
I 4 
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Lady RISCOUNTER. 


And Sir James Biddulph you deteſt, as a ſuc- 
ceſsful rival, no doubt? | 
JAMES. 
Except on that account, I have no reaſon. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


And what better reaſon can any man have ? 
don't you know, that the two great maſter paſ- 
fions that give birth to all that we do, is hatred 
and love? 


JAMES. 
Without doubt, 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


The mind would ſtagnate without them; and 
are not you particularly fortunate, in being able, 
by one maſterly ſtroke, to gratify both? 


JAME 8, 
Were J indeed ſure of ſuccecding with Miſs ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 


You have every probable chance in your fa- 
vour : in the firſt place, it is impoſſible, conſiſt- 
ently with his honour, that Sir James Biddulph 
can purſue his deſigns upon Lydia. 


JAMES. 
May be not. 
Lady RISC OUNT ER. 


Nor will any proper ſuitable perſon think of 
her when her reputation is gone. 


JAME S. 


Too true, I believe. 
LADY 
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Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Then, who ſo likely to ſucced as yourſelf ? as 
you are the party ſuſpected, common policy will 
point out you for her huſband. 


IAM Es. 
But will Miſs Lydia be brought to fubmit ? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


She can have no choice but her father's. Him, 


I can ealily manage, and poſſibly, as a douceur, 
prevail on him to augment the very conſiderable 
fortune ſhe derives from her aunt ; never fear, 
things are in a very good way. 


JAMES. 


I muſt ſubmit all to your ladyſhip's manage- 
ment. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 


Your part will be eaſy enough, you will have 
nothing to do but be paſſive. 


Euter KIT T X, and LUCY, with a news- 
paper in her hand 
#3 9 vp 24% of 


Here, Madam, here it is, and placed in 3 
moſt conſpicuous part of the paper. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
And no alteration ? 
38. # $8. 03H. of 


Not a word. In the exact form that we ſent 
it. 


Lady 


Tt 


tic 
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Lady RISC O UNTER. | 
Pr'ythee read it, my dear. 1 
LUCY. 

[Reads.] * We can aſſure the publick, from 

« the very beſt authority, that the beautiful 

„% daughter, by a former venture, of an emi— 

© nent banker, not far from the Monument, 

« was ſurpriſed by the ſervants, in a molt criti- | 

te tical ſituation, with Mr. J 8, Clerk to her ll 
« father,” 

Lady RISCO UNTER. 


Right, right. 


a —_ LH” 
_—__ <> 
va - — a 


* 
— 


„ 1 an: i 


LUCY. 


And what heightens her crime, ſhe was on 

« the eve of being married to an amiable young | 
„ baronet, at the welt end of the town, the ap- N. 
parent object of her own choice.” | 15 
Lady RIS COUNTER. f 


4 

«| 
Finely circumſtantial, it is impoſſible for any BY 
body to err in the perſon. 480 
LUCY: 1 
f f by 
Not in nature; now, I think, we ſhall pull 1 


do vn Miſs Prudery's pride. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


It cannot fail. Kitty, you have carefully pe- 
ruled the inſtructions 1 gave you. 


. 
Pleaſe your ladyſhip, I have them by heart. 
Lady RISC OUNTER. 


| Don't be too forward in replying to any queſ- 
ly tion they put to you; but anſwer with a kind of 
reluctant 


& — — * 
” - _— 
4 =_— Oz Ys 
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reluctant heſitation, as if the facts were forc'd 
from your mouth. 


KITTY. 
Never fear, Madam. 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 
Don't forget to make frequent profeſſions of 
the great love and affection you bear your young 
miſtreſs, that you could not have thought it, 


ſhan't know whom to truſt for the future ; rea- 
dy to lay down your life for your lady. 


U C V. 


Suggeſt too, that ſome ſtrange arts muſt have 
been uſed, or you are convinc'd ſhe could never 
have been brought to ſubmit. 


. 
I ſhall carefully, Madam, obey your direc- 


tions. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


And ſqueeze out a tear now and then, if you 
can. 


L 1FC-T, 


Or, if they won't come, rub your eyes till 
they are red. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 
Right; this will give probability to all that 
you ſay. 3 
UO. 


Otherwiſe, the young hypocrite's behaviour 


has been always fo ſpecious, thoſe who know 
her won't credit the ſtory, 


KITTY. 
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«41:71; 


Suppoſe, Madam, Sir James Biddulph, or 
any body elle, ſhould make any enquiry, 


Lady RIS COUNTER. i 
Anſwer none of their queſtions ; your tender- * 
neſs for Lydia will be a proper excuſe; to your i'll 
maſter's authority, indeed, you are obliged to ii 
ſubmit. You comprehend me ? 1 
EI Tr. ib 
Perfectly, Madam. al 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 4 
Within, I will give you further inſtructions; 9 
and remember, Kitty, your fortune is at ſtake: 1 
Succeſs, in this one inſtance, will make you eaſy 1 
for life. | 1 
The beſt I can do will be but a poor return N 
for your ladyſhip's goodneſs. | "wi 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 1 
Send the news- paper in to your maſter. ¶ Exit | 
Kitty.] You have, James, ſeen none of our 1 
people this morning. 4 


JAMES. 3 1 
I have not enter*d the ſhop. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


; 

; 

4 

Then get out of the way as faſt as you can; 
ſecrete yourſelf ſomewhere, that will give addi- l 

4 


tional ſtrength to the ſtory. Your withdrawing 
will argue a conſciouſneſs ariſing from guilt. 


| = C 2 JAMES. 
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JAME S. 


That I moſt ſufficiently feel. 
La'y RISCOUNTER. 


Succeſs will ſoon drown the remembrance. 
[Exit James.] That fellow muſt not appear; 
his mind is ſo maukiſh, that, ſhould he be con- 
fronted with Lydia, he would betray our whole 
plot in an inſtant, 


L U-C:'T. 


It is a wonder, Madam, how have you got all 
this addreſs: inſtead of a private family, you 
are form'd to govern a country. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 
Why, I think, I may without vanity ſay, 
that I deriv'd from nature ſome talents for this 


kind of intrigue; but to the care of my educa- 
tion I chiefly owe what Jam. 


LUCY. 
Indeed, Madam 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


My father was a ſtock-broker, you know, and 
your father, my firſt huſband, an attorney, my 
dear, 


| LU. 
True, Madam. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


And as they had no reſerve, they kept no ſe- 
crets from me, I muſt have been a blockhead, 
indeed, not to have made ſome progreſs in their 
profeſſional arts. | 


LUCY. 
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L U C , i 
True, Madam. 


Lady RISC OUNT ER. 


But after defeating Sir James Biddulph's de- 
ſigns upon Lydia, to turn the tide of his affec- 
tions, and ſubſtitute you in her room, will, Lu- 
cy, be the great political effort. 


LUCY. 


From your ladyſhip's great abilities there can- 
not be the leaſt doubt of ſucceſs : beſides, her 
father is ſo haſty and violent that, I am ſure, he 
will never be brought to forgive her. 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 


There 1s no relying on that; no mortal was 
ever ſo mutable. Our various climate is not fo 
inconſtant as he, Sir Robert is choleric enough, 
but then, as he is provoked without cauſe, he is 
appealed without reaſon ; one word will inflame, 
another extinguiſh the fire; whom one minute 
he perſecutes, the next he protects. His joy, 
grief, love, hatred, are in eternal rotation, and 
I have been often tempted to think his mind a 
machine, moved only by the immediate objects 
before it. 


LUCY. 


A And yet, Madam, how compleatly you rule 
im! 


Lady RISCO UNTER. 


No longer, child, than I ſtay by his ſide; af- 
ter taat, the firſt perſon has him that fees him, 
and all my impreſlions are effac'd ia an inſtant. 


Enter 
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Enter KITTY. 


11-00; 
My maſter has got at the paragraph. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
| Has he ſo? well, and 
| 0-0-8 #5 


He enquired, Madam, for you, and putting 
his finger here, bid me ſhew this directly to your 
ladyſhip. 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 

He did not ſuſpect then that I had ſeen it be- 

fore ? | 
EIT TFT Y. 


Not in the leaſt—but here he comes, tottering 
and trembling—with his face as white as a ſheet, 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Get you behind. 


Enter Sir ROBERT RIS COUNTER. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Well, my dear, have you read 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 
Sir Robert, I have. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Have you fo? Well, and pray what do you 
think ? Did you ever ſee ſuch an audacious, abo- 
minable, impudent, ſcandalous piece of ſcurri- 
lity ? Zounds, give me my cane, I will go di- 
rectly to the raſcally printer's, and 


3 Lady 


THE BANKRUPT. 1s 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 


But ſuppoſe, Sir Robert, the printer ſhould 
not be paſſive, and, in return for the ſtrokes of 
your cane, ſhould leave the marks of his nails in 
your face, 

Sir ROBERT, 

There may be ſomething in that, as your la- 
dyſhip ſays, I have heard ſome of the rogues are 
ſtrong and ſturdy enough. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


And, firſt, let us be ſure who the party is the 
paragraph points at. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Hey! what d'ye ſay ? points at? why, it is 
as Clear as the ſun—| takes the paper |—banker— 
Monument—firſt venture—zounds, they might 


as well have publiſhed my name, and my daugh- 
tei's, at length. | 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 


Why, to ſay truth, the marks are pretty 
ſtrong ; but ſtil] let us coolly conſider the caſe. 
Kitty, go down ; Lucy, my dear, leave Sir Ro- 
bert and me together a little, 

[ Exit Lucy and Kitty. 
Sir ROBERT, 

Ay, go, child, pr'ythee go. I don't believe, 

Lady Riſcounter, that there is a ſingle man in 


the Ward, who would have the leaſt heſitation in 
pronouncing who was 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 


Well, but don't let us be in ſuch hurry to make 
the application ourſelves z the malice of others 
will 
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will be ready enough to do that : let me ſee, is 
there no other banker lives near the Monument ? 


Sr ROBERT, 


Not that 1 know; but ſuppoſe there ſhould, 
here, the weſt end of the town, and the amiable 
baronet, puts the matter out of diſpute : hey, 
what d'ye fay !— 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 


That, indeed ; but, hold a little, does not it 
mention the name of the paramour? Ay, here 


it is, J—S. 


Js. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 


J—s, I don't recollect any body that viſits 
here, whole name thoſe letters will ſuit. 


Sr ROBERT. 


There is no Jones, nor Joddrell—poo, pox, 
that is an L—nor Jennings, nor Jarvis, nor Jen- 
kins, nor —— 

lady RISCOONTER. 
Not that I recollect. 
Sir ROBERT. 


There is Jacobs the Jew, but he is as old as 
one of the patriarchs, with his beard down to his 
breeches ; they can never mean him. 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 


Poo! that is too abſurd to ſuppoſe: but ſtay, 
are there no other diſtinguiſhing marks? um, 
um—— Js, clerk of her father's,” I own 
that paſſage eſcaped me, 

Sir 


Nee. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Hey! what did you ſay? and me too, one of 
my clerks !' who can that be? Js, the two 
Etters belonging to a ſurname. 


Lady RIS COUNTER. 
So I ſhould imagine. 

Sr ROBERT. 
Zounds! it can never be James. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
James! 


17 


Sir ROBERT. 


An impudent, eternal, damn'd ſon of a bitch! 
this is the conſequence of taking beggars into 


your boſom. 
Lady RISC OUNT ER. 
But, Sir Robert 


Sir ROBERT. 


Don't mention it, Madam; was not he the 
thirteenth ſon of a ſtarv'd curate in Eſſex, ragged 
as their colts, and knew about as much as one of 
their calves—did not I feed, cloath, take him 
into my houſe, treat him as it he had been 


and, in return, the villain to diſhonour my 
child! | 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


You are too impatient, Sir Robert; wh 
ſhou!d you fix all at once upon James? I have 
obſerved the lad's behaviour to he diſcreet and 
modeſt ; nay, indeed, rather ſhy and rclerv'd, 


Sir ROBERT, 
That is true enough, I muſt own. I never 
1 remark'd 
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remark'd the boy to be preſumptuous and for- 
ward, like ſome of our pert prigs of the city, 
but, as your ladyſhip oblerves, rather baſhful 
and ſhy. No, no, it can never be him. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Not but I have known people with that ſpe- 


cious outſide appearance, carry minds as malignant 
and daring 


Sir ROBERT. 

The curſedeſt ly dogs upon earth: hypocriſy 
is the fineſt veil for a villain. I always ſuſpected 
there was ſomething bad behind his ſolemn ſanc- 
tified look: I don't believe the ſcoundrel ever 
ſwore an oath ſince he came into the houſe, 
There is a villain for you, my dear. 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 
Nay, but my dear, let us conclude nothing 


raſhly. ven you ſend for James up, and 
ſift him a little? 


Sir ROBERT. 


That mayn't be amiſs—who's there ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 

Not that I believe he will be ever brought to 
confeſs, 

Sir ROBERT. 

He! no, no, curſe him. Him! you will 
never catch him at that: you might as well hope 
to extract ſugar from ſalt, I may as well let him 
alone. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Let us ſce him however. 
Enltr 


— 0 
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Enter a Servant. 


Sir ROBERT. 


True. Let James know that I want him, but 
don't tell the fellow I am angry, and ſo get him 
to ſkulk out of the way. 


SERVANT. 
I did not know that your worſhip was angry, 
*till you told me your | 


Sr ROBERT. 


I tell you! my dear, did I ſay any ſuch thing? 
you prying, impertinent——Go, and do as you 
are bid. [ Exit Servant. 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 


I don't think it unlikely, Sir Robert, but 
ſome idle acquaintance, without conſidering 
the conſequences, may have inſerted this mali- 
cious article, by way of pleaſantry, as a kind of 
jeſt upon James. 

Sir ROBERT. 


Nothing ſo probable, Lady Riſcounter : this 
town {warms with ſuch forward, frivolous pup- 
Ples. 


Enter Servant. 


Well, where is James ? 
SERVANTT. 
Sir, he is not within, 
dir ROBERT. 
What, is the raſcal run off ? 
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Lady RIS COUNTER. 
No, my dear, perhaps only gone out with ſome 
bills for acceptance. 
| dir ROBERT; 
Like enough. When will he be back ? 
SERVANT. 

The reſt of the clerks have not ſeen him to- 
day. 

Sir ROBERT. 
Not ſeen him to-day? what, are all of them 
blind then ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 
Nay, Sir Robert, perhaps he has not been in 
the ſhop. 
SERVANT. 

So they ſay. [ Exit, 
Sir ROBERT. 

Then they could not fee him, indeed. Not 


in the ſhop ! nay, then the buſineſs is clear; guilt, 
guilt, flight is full as bad as confeſſion. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


It does look ſuſpicious, I own ; but then no- 
thing ill can happen without your daughter's 
concurrence, and you have not the leaſt doubt of 


her. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Doubt! hey! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
And, in fact, have nothing to fear. 


Sir 


TRE-BANKRUPT. ar q 

Sir ROBERT. | 

Fear! doubt! I hope your Ladyſhip has no Nh 
more doubts than myſelf, i 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Why ſhould I ? how does this affair concern 
me! 


or ROBERT. 


As it concerns me, Lady Riſcounter; do you 
ſuppoſe I ſhould have been indifferent, if ſuch a 
charge had fallen on Lucy ? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Such a charge can never fall upon my daughter f 
Lucy. 5 
sir ROBERT. | 
Full as ſoon as on my daughter Lydia, [i 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Jam not, Sir Robert, ſo certain of that. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Lady Riſcounter, you begin to alarm me; you 
know more of this matter, than you are willing 
to own. 


Lady RISC OUNTER. 


Whatever I know, Sir Robert, I am reſolved 
not to communicate, 


Sir ROBERT. 
And why not? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. | 


Whatever a mother-in-law ſays, the good- 
natured world always imputes to malice. 
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Sir ROBERT. 
Generally the caſe, I muſt own. But to me 
you may, nay, you ought to reveal. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Since you are ſo earneſt, I own ſome rumours 


have reach'd me. 


Of what kind ? 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 

You will pardon me there: if you will exa- 
mine your daughter's maid, Kitty; ſhe, I am 
told, can ſatisfy all your enquiries. 

Sir ROBERT. 
An artful baggage, I know. For heaven's 
ſake, my dear, fend her hither directly. 
Lady RISCOUNTER 
But not the leaſt mention of me. Exit. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Very well. I never obſerv'd the leaſt correſ- 
pondence between Lydia and James; but what 
of that ? they would take good care, I warrant, 
to conceal it from me. | 


Enter KITTY. 


So, I find you were the go-between, the little 
infamous agent in this curs'd 


KITTY 


Sir Robert— 
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Sir ROBERT. 


You muſt have been a volunteer; I am ſure, 
James was not able to bribe you, for he is as poor 
as a pillag'd black in Bengal. 


ITT T, 
Really, Sir, I don't underſtand you. 
Sir RO B ER T. 


You mean, huſſey, you won't: Come, you 
may as well tell me all the particulars concerning 
Lydia and James; with the main article, you ſee 
| | I am already acquainted. 


III. 
Don't preſs me, pray Sir; I would rather die 
$ | than ſay any thing to hurt myyoung miſterſs,[ cries, 


Sr ROBERT, 
Nay, priythee, Kitty, don't cry, you are a 
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6 good girl, and love my daughter, I ſee. 
KITTY. 
. And not without reaſon, for ſhe has been the f 
at kindeſt, beſt f 
t, Sir ROBERT. ; 
Nay, till now, ſhe was ever an amiable girl ; ; {1 
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but here, child, you will do her a capital ſervice. 
1 KITTY. 
29 Indeed, Sir. 
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Sir ROBERT. 


For if her affections are fix'd upon James, 
tho* I may lament, I ſhall not oppoſe him. 


S 2 KITTY. 
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Since that is the caſe, I can't ſay, but early 
one morning, hearing a nciſe in Miſs Lydia's 


apartment, I ſtepp'd down to ſee what was the 
matter. 


Sic ROBERT. 

Well? 

r 

Juſt as I got to the foot of the ſtairs, her door 
open'd, and out came Mr. James. 

Sir ROBERT, 

Did ke? and why did not you alarm the houſe 

and ſeize the villain directly ? 
Er. 

That, Sir, would have ruined my Lady's re- 
putation at once. 

Sir ROBERT. 

ue enough, you did wiſely, Did the fel- 
low percetve you ? 

. 
Yes, Sir, and made me a ſign to be ſilent. 
Sir ROBERT. 
don't doubt it. 
. 

Indeed, he came to me two hours after, told 
me he had a paſſion for Miſs, never could get an 
opportunity of diſcloſing his mind, and deſperate, 
at finding his hopes on the point of being ruin'd, 


he had ftolen that morning into her chamber, 
humbly to implore her compaſſion and pity, 


Sir 
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Sir ROBERT. 
He choſe a fine time and place for the purpoſe. 
r 


On his knees he deſired, I would not diſcloſe 
to any mortal what had ſeen, 


Sr ROBERT. 
Which you ſhould not have done. 


. 


He was too late in his caution; not five mi- 
nutes before I had told it to Mrs. Hemſhor, 
Miſs Lucy's maid, 


Sir ROBERT. 
No wonder then the ſtory is public. 
I BE dr i 


am certain ſure, my young Miſtreſs is inno- 
cent, for Mr. James vowed and declar'd he was 
all upon honour. 


The malice of mankind will never be brought 
to believe it; you may go. [Exit Kitty, ] So 
the girl's reputation is gonc, and a retreat from 
the world the only choice that is left her : all my 
calamities are come upon me at once, my child 
ruin'd, and from the general diſtreſs, my own 
tame and fortune on the brink of deſtruction : 
the attorney and broker will be inſtantly here to 
contrive means for propping my tottering credit. 
Am ] in a condition to think of expedients, or to 
liſten to 
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Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 
A card, Sir. [ Exit, 


Sr ROBERT. 


Reads.] ** Sir James Biddulph's compliments 
© to Sir Robert Riſcounter, and if convenient 
« will take the liberty to wait on him this morn- 
ing.“ Prepar'd, as J expected, our misfor- 
tunes have reach'd him, and he comes to break 
off the match; he is not to be blam'd. This 
raſh, inconfiderate—T'll to her, and if ſhe has the 
leaſt atom of feeling, PIl—And yet, how could 
the poor girl help his intruſion ? ſhe might be 
ignorant, and yet the fellow without encourage- 
ment, would never have dared to—Yet the 
impudence of ſome men is amazing, and fo in- 
deed is the folly of women: the original fault 
muſt be his. But her after-compliance makes 
her equally guilty, for had ſhe diſapprov'd, ſhe 
would have reveal'd the fact to her mother or me. 
That, that, condemns her at once; I will to her 
directly, and find out the full extent of her guilt. 


[ Exit, 


End of the FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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I 


Miſs LUCY and Miſs LI DIA diſcovered. 


LUCY. 


| O us, indeed, who are encumber*d with fa- 
thers and mothers, marriage is a convenient buſi- 
neſs enough. 


LYDIA, 
And why on that account, my dear Lucy ? 
LUCY. 


As it makes one the entire miſtreſs of one's 


time, and one is accountable to no mortal for 
what one ſays or does. 


LYDIA: 
What Lucy, not to your huſband ? 
LUCY. 


Nay, don't be prudiſh, my dear: you are go- 
ing back to the days of Queen Beſs; who talks 
now of obedience and duty ? ridiculous ! her 


majeſty's old fardingale is not more out of 
taſhion, 


No! 


LYDIA, 


LUCY. 


No: one reads in books, indeed, of nuptial 
ties and conjugal love; mere obſolete ſtuff ! mo- 
dern marriages are mere matters of intereſt, 


LYDIA, 
Intereſt! 


E 2 LUCY. 
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LUCY. 


Ay, child ; for inſtance now, Sir Thomas 
Perkins, our neighbour, finding that Miſs Wil- 
liams has a good parcel of land, which being 
contiguous to his eſtate, will be very proper for 
him to poſſeſs ; immediately ſends his rent-roll 
a-courting to her's. The parchments are pro- 
duc'd on both ſides, and no impediments, that 
is incumbrance appearing, a couple of lawyers 
marry the manors together, 


LYDIA. 
Without the laſt regard to the perſons, 
LUCY. 


Poo, perſons! hey are conſider'd, child, as 
manſion-houſes upon the eſtates, which one lives 
in, or neglects, juſt as they happen to be conve- 
nient, or not. 


1 21A. 


But ſuppoſe Lucy, as in mine, there ſhould 
happen to be no land in the caſe. 


LUCY. 


Then, child, the bargain is alter'd: you de- 
poſit ſo much money, and he grants you ſuch 


an annuity z a mere Smithfield bargain, that is 
all. 


IX. 
A pretty picture you give me of marriage. 
But this is all raillery, Lucy; I am ſure you 
would never ſubmit to this barter and ſale. 


LUCY. 


J ſhould do like the reſt of the world. We 


muſt take things as we find them. You are not 
L | 10 


Nrn.. 


ſo fooliſh as to be fond of Sir James Biddulph, 
my dear. 


LT DIA. 


Fond? the expreſſion is ſtrong; you muſt 


imagine I prefer him to the reſt of —— 


L U.C'Y. 


Whv, as to his appearance, it muſt be own'd, 
that the manſion is a pretty modern ſtructure 
enough, well built, and prettily finiſn'd: I can't 
indeed ſay his upper ſtory 1s furniſhed quite to 
my talte. 

LI DIL. A. 


Nay, Lucy, now you are unjuſt, the whole 
world concur in giving him ſenſe. 


, : LUCY: 
Nay, that article is not very material, If I 
had him, that is a part of his houſe, with which 


| | I ſhould hold very little communication, my | | 
| dear, But however, you love him, WW! 
LYDIA. 1 
MO Or I am ſure I never would have him. by. 
n 1. "| 
s Wn Ard, I ſuppoſe, if any accident was to break ith 
: off this match, it would make you very un- 1 
| happy. 1 
e. | LYDIA. k . 
* Can you doubt it, my dear? f | 
LUCY: ky 
e There is one evil that attends theſe ridiculous jp : 
| contracts. N 
Of LYDIA, 
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LYDIA. 


You don't look upon love then as an eſſential 
ingredient ? b 


LUCY. 


Ha! ha! ha! filly and ſingular; do you 
know, Lydia, why Love is always painted as 
blind ? 


LYDIA, 
There are many cauſes aſſigned by the poets, 
LUCY. 


But not one has given the true one : becauſe 
the little rogue ſkuts our eyes to our intereſts. 


LT D I A; 


Fye, Lucy, where could you get theſe narrow 
and libertine notions ? 


LUCY. 
A little more experience will tell you. But 


here comes Sir Robert, not a word of what has 


paſs'd. 
LYDIA. 


I ſhall, my dear Lucy, for your ſake, en- 
deavour to forget all you have ſaid. 


Enter ir ROBERT RISCOUNTER, 


Sir ROBERT. 


Lucy, you may go down. [Exit Lucy.] Af- 
ter what has paſs'd, you will not be ſurpriz'd 
1 inſiſt upon your immediately quitting my 
houſe | | 


LYDIA, 
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LYDIA. 
Quitting the houſe, Sir ! 


Your fortune is independant and large; you 
will no doubt be happy in eſcaping from the ob- 
ſerving eye of a father.—I will be cool, and 
defire only an anſwer to a very few queſtions. 
Since the death of your mother (who is happy 
in having eſcap'd the knowledge of this inta- 
mous buſineſs) have I been ever wanting in any 
act of paternal affection ? 


LV D144. 


For Heaven's ſake, Sir, what can be the 
meaning of 


31 


Sir ROBERT. 
Come, no evaſions, but anſwer briefly, yes, 
or no, to my queſtions. 
DEA. 
No, Sir. 
Sir ROBERT. 


After my firſt care to educate you fit for the 
world, has it not been my principal ſtudy to ſet- 
tle you properly in it? 

LYDIA: 

Moſt aſſuredly, Sir. 

Sir ROBERT. 

And knowing to what temptations gitls at 
your age are expos'd, did | not ſeck out a man 
of rank, honour, and fortune, to be your pro- 
tector, and guardian for life? 

LYDIA, 
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| LN DIA. 
I confeſs it. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Did you ever expreſs the leaſt diſlike to Sir 
James Biddulph's addreſs ? 


"a & © 2» up, 
Never. 
Sr ROBERT. 


How could you then fo far forget what you 
owe to me, ard yourſelf, as privately to harbour 
and encourage a paſſion— 


LY-Di'A. 
I am confounded, 


Sir ROBERT. 
For an object too unſuitable in every reſpect : 
for a mere creature of charity ? 
LY*D- 1 A. 
Charity ! 
dir ROBERT. 


Ay, for it was compaſſion to the father's nu- 
merous family that induced me to take James in- 
to my houle. 


LENA. 


James! what of him? or what relation, Sir, 
can he have to me ? 


Sir ROBERT. 


This is aſtoniſhing in a girl of her years. 
What then, you know nothing of this fellow's 
affections ? 


LYDIA. 
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L Y DI A. 
For me ? | 
Sr ROBERT; 


Ay, for you. No billet-doux, no private 
meetings, no ſtealing into your chamber before 
the ſervants were out of their beds. 


LYDIA. 


Amazing! and who, Sir, has dared to infi- 
nUate— 


Sir ROBERT. 


Inſinuate! why the tale is the talk of the. 
town: all the morning papers are full on't. 


L ID IA. 


What can, Sir, be the meaning of this? is it 
poſſible you can think, Sir, your daughter ſo 
abandoned, ſo loſt 


Sir ROBERT. 


Hey! 
L V DIA. 
Recollect, dear Sir, I beſeech you, have 1 in 


the whole courſe of my life, ever once dared to 
deceive you? 


Si ROBERT. 


Why, Child, I can't ſay that you have, But 
in this caſe, there is ſuch politive proof. 


F LYDIA 
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LYDIA. 
Of what kind, I beſcech you? 
Sit ROBERT. 


Facts, facts, well atteſted ; ſo don't pretend to 


deny. 
LYDIA. 
Atteſted ! by whom? 


Sir ROBERT. 


Their names are needleſs at preſent. But what 
motive or intereſt could any one have to invent, 


or propagate. 
L Y D I A. 


None, that I can diſcover; but, however 
ſtrong the appearance, if either in thought, 
word, or deed, there has any thing, either cri- 


minal or culpable, paſſed between me and 


Sir ROBERT. 
What, no declarations ? no interviews? 


LYDIA. 


No more than with any other man in your 


ſervice. . 
Sir ROBERT. 
Aſtoniſhing ! 
LYDIA. 


If the contrary can be made to appear, aban- 
don me, Sir, at once to that world, already ſo 
prepollels*d ro my prejudice, the greateſt mitor- 


tune that can ever betall me, 


2 


Sir 
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Sr ROBERT. 


Well, Child, riſe; I can't help giving credit 
to what you aver. But how to perſuade the reſt 
of. 


Enter 4 SERVANT 


Somebody wants me? as I expected. Sir 
James Biddulph I reckon. 
SERVANT. 


No, Sir, a couple of gentlemen, who ſay they 
came by appointment. 


Sr ROBERT. 


I gueſs who they are. Another bad buſineſs. 
Shew them into the parlour. | Exit Servant.] 
You don't know half your father's afflictions 
go, child, go into your chamber. 


LYDIA. 
I hope my father believes me. 
| Sir ROBERT. 


I do, I do. As ſoon as I have diſpatch'd theſe 
gentlemen, I will ſee you again, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE, A Parlor. 


Enter PILL AGE and RESOURCE. 


PILLAGE. 


Ay, take my word for it, Mr. Reſource, in 
the whole round of the law, and, thank Heaven, 
the dominions are pretty extenſive, there is not 
a nicer road to hit than the region of Bankrupts. 


RESOURCE. 


I ſhould have thought it a turnpike, for you 
ſee how eaſily even a country Attorney can 
find it, E 

PIL LAGE. 


Pſhaw, what amongſt manufacturers, and 
meagre mechanicks ? fellows not worth powder 
and ſhot; and yet theſe paltry Provincials, 
maſter Reſource, are often obliged to ſolicit my 
aid, ; ; 7 
RESOURSE. 
Indeed ! 

PILLAGE. 


Why, Yother day, a poor dog, over head and 
ears, in debt from the country, was recommended 
to me, by a client; the fellow had ſcrap'd toge- 
ther all he could get, and came up to town, with 
a view of running beyond ſea, but I ſtopp'd him 
directly. | 9 


RESOURCE. 


— ww —_—  v- 
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RESOURCE. 
Really ! 
PILLAGE. 


O, ay, in a couple of months waſh'd him as 
white as a ſheep that is juſt ſhorn. 


RESOURCE. 
How did you bring it about ? 
PILLAGE. 


Eaſy enough. Made him take a houſe in 
Cheapſide, call'd him a citizen, in the London 
Gazette, and his name of John Madge, (being 


as common as carrots) not a ſoul in the country 


ſuſpected that it was he. 
RESOURCE. 
How ſhould they ? 
PILLAGE. 


Paſs'd a few neceſſary notes to get him num- 
ber and value, white-waſh'd him, and ſent him 
home to his wife. 


RESOURCE. 
Cleanly and cleverly done. 
PILLAGE; 


When the country chaps brought in their bills, 
he drew out of his pocket a certificate, and 
gave them a receipt in full for all their demands, 


RESOURCE. 
How the loobies mult look, 


PILLAGE, 
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- PILLAGE: 
Chop fallen, no doubt but he is in buſineſs 
again, | 
RESOURCE. 
He is? 
PILLAGE. 


O yes, and I hear does very well, For I left 
him two hundred out of the fix he brought with 
bim, to begin the world with credit atrelh, 


RESOURCE. 

Very generous indeed, Mr. Pillage, 

PILLAGE, 

O! a trifling affair, got little by it !—for the 
matter of that, a mere ſtatute is not much in 
itſe f. 

RE SOURCE. 

Ay! Well I thought it brought pretty perqui- 
fires with it. 

PILLAGE, 


No, no; it is a good hot-bed indeed to raiſe 
chancery ſuits in. 


RESOURCE. 
Ay, that is a produce that deſerves propaga- 
PILLAGE. 


What, I ſee you have found a remedy for 
maſter Monk of the Minories ? 1 thought his was 
an incurable caſe, 


RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 


Only ſkinn'd o'er the fore, maſter Pillage, it 
will ſoon break out again. 


PILLAGE. 
What were the means that you uſed ? 


RESOURCE. 


Got ſome friends of mine to advance him caſh 
on a project. 


PILLAGE. 
Of what kind ? 
RESOURCE. 


A ſcheme of his, to monopolize ſprats and 
potatoes, 


* 


PILLAGE. 
And it took ? 
RESOURCE. 


Oh! there was no danger of that. The peo- 


ple of this country are always ready to bite at 
a bubble, | 


PILLAGE. 
Will it hold ? 


RESOURCE. 


Plhaw! We ſhall break before the ſeaſon for 
ſprats, and as to the Potatoes, we had laid in a 
ſhip load or two, 


PILLAGE. 
For which you procured a good price ? 


RESOURCE. 
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RESOURCE. 


Not a ſouſe. They are all now in our ceHars 
in Southwark, and have ſhot out branches as tall 
as the trees in the Park. 


PILLAGE. 


Ha! ha! ha! but apropos, can you gueſs Sir 
Robert's buſineſs with us ? 


RESOURCE. 
Very near, I believe, 
PILLAGE. 
What, the houſe is not a tumbling ? 
RESOURCE. 
A pretty large crack. 
PILLAGE, 


Which he wants our aſſiſtance to plaiſter, 
Why, I thought the knight was as firm as a 
yock. 


RESOURCE. 


I knew better things. I ſaw the manſion was 
daily decaying. Fluſh, here he comes. 


Enter Sir ROBERT, followed by à Clerk. 


Sir ROBERT. 


As we have effects in our hands, accept the 
bills to be ſure. But how to diſcharge them when 
they are due.—So, gentlemen, I have ſent for 
you to beg your aſſiſtance. 


PILLAGE 
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PILLAGE. 


Sir Robert, we ſhall be very happy to ſerve 
you, if you will tell us but how. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Why, to deal plainly, gentlemen, my affairs 
are come to a criſis, and without ſome ſuſtantial 


and ſpeedy aſſiſtance, my credit will quickly ex- 
pire. 


41 


PILLAGE. 


You ſurprize me: I never gueſs'd it in dan- 


ger. Pray, Sir Robert, what brought on the 
diſeaſe, was it an alley fever, or a gradual decay ? 


Sir ROBERT. 


A complication of cauſes. Not but I could 
have weather'd them all, had the houſe in tlol- 


land but ſtood, their failure mult be followed by 
mine, 


PILLAGE. 
What, Van Swieten's ? 


Sr ROBERT. 
Have you heard any thing of him to-day ? 
PILLAGE. 


No doubt, I believe, of their ſtopping ; their 
bills were offer'd at Garraway's under forty per 
cent, As your name 1s not blown upon yet, ſup- 


poſe you coin a couple of quires! don't you 
think the circulation might ſerve you ? 


Sir ROBERT. 


No, that mint is exhauſted, and private pa- 
per return'd to its primitive value. My real caſe 


can 


is rn er. 


can be no longer conceal*'d. I muſt ſtop, and 
ſhould be glad of your advice how to manage 
the matter. 
PILL AGE. 
There are two methods in uſe. The choice 
will depend on how your affairs ſtand with the 
world. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Bitter bad, Mr. Pillage. 
PILLAGE, 


I -gueſs'd as much, by your ſending for us. 
They treat us, Maſter Reſource, like a couple of 
quacks, never apply but in deſperate caſes. 


RESOURCE, 
But in all diſeaſes there are different degrees. 
PILLA GE. 


True; for inſtance, if you find you are pret- 
ty near on a par, with perhaps à ſmall balance 

r contra, ſummon your creditors, lay your con- 
ditions fully before them, convince them you 
have a fund to anſwer all their demands, and crave 
a reſpite for three or four years. 


Sir ROB ER T. 


Juſt to call in my debts, and make the moſt 
of my other effects? 


RESOURCE. 


True; as the Engliſh merchants have a good 
deal of milk in their blood, that is a favour 
rarely refuſed, 


3 Sir 
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Sir ROBERT, li 
This, Mafter P illage, will be only deferring 1 


| the evil. 


PILLAGE. 


That is, Sir Robert, as you manage the cards. 
Don't you ſee that the length of time, with the 
| want or wiſh of ready money for trade, will diſ- 
| poſe the bulk of your creditors to ſell their debts 
> at a loſs of thirty or forty per cent? 


Sir ROBERT, 


True. 
RESOURCE. 


No contemptible ſum, when a man's dealings 
| are large. 


Sir ROBERT. 
But how ſhall I profit by— 
PILLAGE. 
What hinders you from privately buying the 
| Uebts 2 
Sir ROBERT. 
That, indeed— 
RESOURCE.. 
A fine fortune ſav'd out of the fire. 
PILLAGE. 


| True, And now we talk of the fire, for a 
preſent ſupply, you may burn a warehouſe or 
to, after it has been gutted of all its contents. 


G 2 R E- 
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RESOURCE. 
And recover the full amount of the policy. 
PILLAGE. 
Did you never try that? 
RESOURCE. 


No, I don't think he has done any thing in 
the fire way yet ; have you, Sir Robert ? 


Sir ROBERT. 
Never once came into my head. 
PILLA GE. 


May be not; oh! for a fertile brain, there 
are many means to be uſed; but what d'ye ſay 
to my plan ? 


Sir ROBERT. 


What, the ſummoning ſcheme? I am ſo in- 


volved, that I am afraid that project will never 
prevail. 


PILLA GE. 
Then you have nothing left but a ſtatute. 
Sir ROBERT. 
But if my certificate ſnould not be granted? 
PILLAG E. 


That is my proper buſineſs, Sir Robert. It 
we find your creditors inclined to be cruſty, there 


will be no difficulty in creating demands to get 
number and value. | 


Sir 
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Sr ROBERT. 


That will ſwell my debts to a monſtrous a- 
mount. 


RESOURCE. 


So much the more for your honour ; conſider 


you are a knight, and your dignity demands you 
ſhould fail for a capital ſum. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Does it ? 


PILLAGE: 


To be ſure. Why, you would not ſneak into 
the Gazette like a Birmingham button-maker. 


RESOURCE: 
Oh fie! 


PILLAGE. 


He would never after be able to ſhew his head 
upon Change. 


RESOURCE. 
Never, never. 
"PILLAGE. 
And then, you know, what with the portable 


ſtuff, ſuch as jewels, or caſh, that he himſelf 


may ſecrete, and the dividends that fall to the 


ſhare of his friends, which they will doubtleſs 
reſtore— | 


RESOURCE, 


He will be fit to begin the world again with 
eclat. | 


PIL- 
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PILLAGE. 
In a much better condition than ever. 
RESOURCE. 
And his children's children will have reaſon to 
thank him. 
Sr ROBERT. 


But is there not ſome danger in concealing 
the portable ſtuff, as you call it ? 


PILLAGE. 


Not in the leaſt. Peſides, to colour the bu- 
fineſs, you may collect a purſe of light guineas, 
with an old batter'd family watch, and deliver 
them to the commiſſioners, on your firſt exami- 
nation. 


RESOURCE. 

That will give an air of integrity. 

Sir ROBERT. 

You ſeem to think, then, Gentlemen, that it 
is the duty of every honeſt merchant to break 
once at leaſt in his life, for the good of his fa- 
mily ? 

RESOURCE. 

Not the leaſt queſtion of that. 

PILLAGE. 


Every day's practice confirms it. Well, Sir 
Robert, when ſhall I provide you the tackle ? 


Sir ROBERT. 
The tackle! | 


P I L- 


. 
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PILLAGE. 


fn about a month or ſix weeks, I think, you 
may be made fit to appear in the papers. 


Sir ROBERT. 
In the Gazette, as a bankrupt ? 


RESOURCE. 
Aye, but then no time muſt be loft, 
PILLAGE. 
Not a moment, for ſhould they ſmoke his de- 
ſign— 
Sir ROBERT. 
Gentlemen, I muſt decline your aſſiſtance. 


PIL LAGE. 
How? 


Sir ROBERT. 


For, without conſidering the private injury I 


may do to particular perſons, this miſchievous 
method mutt ſoon affect the whole mercantile 
world, 


PILLAGE. 
Why, what has that— 


Sr ROBERT. 


Mutual confidence is the very cement of com- 
merce. That weaken'd, the whole ſtructure 
muſt fall to the ground. 


RESOURCE. 
Hey 


Sir 


_ 2c. 2 — 12—— 
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Sr ROBERT. 


From the practice of theſe infamous arts, as it 
is impoſſible they can be conceaPd, what ſulpi- 
cions, what jealouſies muſt every man in trade 
entertain ? 


PILLAGE. 
How | 
Sr ROBERT. 


What an injury beſides, to thoſe in my unhap- 
py condition? the riſques and loſſes unavoidably 
connected with commerce, procure the unſucceſs- 
ful trader, generally the compaſſion, ſometimes 
the friendly aid, of thoſe of his order, 


RESOURCE. 
We know that well enough. 
Si ROBERT, 


But when bankruptcy becomes a lucrative 
traffic, and men are found to fail with a view of 
making their fortunes, the unhappy and fraudu- 
lent will be confounded together, and puniſh- 
ment fall on his head, who has a title to pity. 


PILL AGE. 
The man's mad. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Perhaps I myſelf am a ſacrifice to thoſe ve- 
ry arts you have recommended ſo warmly. 
But there the miſchief ſhall end, Men may fut- 
ter irom my calamities, but they never ſhall by 
my crimes. [ Exit. 


P IL- 
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FILLAGE. 


Did you ever meet with ſuch a ſqueamiſh old 
fool? what could he mean by ſending for us 4 


RESOURCE, 
Who can tell? his head's turn'd, I ſuppoſe. 
PIL LAGE. 


thought we had him ſure; but how nimbiy 
he has ſlipp d through our fingers! 


RE SOURCE. 


hook. He is ſhy for che preſent, but I warrant 
he will bite bye and bye. 


PILLA GE. 
Or we ſhall loſe a capital prize. 
RE SOURCE. 


Indeed, ſhould his friends interpoſe, and mat- 
ters be compounded without us. 


PILLAGE. 


That | have a ſure way to prevent. Before an 
hour is paſt, I will tear luch a rent in his robe, 
as | defy all the botchers in Europe to mend. 


ve 
of 
du- 
in- 


RESOURCE. 
By what means ? 
PILLAG E. 

ve- | | 
mly. I know he is in the receipt of ſome govern- 

ſuf- ment muney ; I will take Care to ſaddle him wich 
11 by m Extent. 
Exil. BF RESOURCE, 


11. That will do. 


H PIL- 


Neceſſity will ſoon bring him back to our 


30 THE BANKRUPT. 


PILLAG E. 


I ſhall only juſt go and take out a commiſ. 
ſion againſt five macaronies, who are joint an- 
nuitants to a couple of Jews. 


RESOURCE, 


But how can you lug them into a ſtatute ? 
they are no dealers, you know. * 
PILLAGE. * 
No, dealers? yes, but they are. 1 
RESOURCE. Mi 
Aye, of what kind ? - 
PILLAGE. 1 þ 
Why, why they are dealers of cards [ Exeun, 
Enter Lady RISCOUNTER, and Sir 3 
JAMES BIDDULPH. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. mM 
If you will walk in, Sir James, Sir Robert is ng 
a lire buſy at * but he will wait upon 
you directiy. A 
I have no call, Madam, that prevents my at- T 
tending his leiſure, we d 
Lady RISCOUNTER.: * 
I fear the deſign of this viſit, Sir James, is _ 
of a different nature from thoſe we have lately $6 
| received. | 
Sir JAMES. 5 
Yi 


I came, Madam, to offer my a'd in deteRtng 
3 an 
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and puniſhing an infamous calumny chat has 
made its way to the publick, this morning. 

Lady RIS COUNTER. 


But reports of this kind, when deſpiſed and 
neglected, gradually die of themſelves, It is a 
moſt unlucky affair, I confeſs, be? 


Sir JAMES. 


Valucky ! moſt falſe and atrocious : I hope, 
Madam, we ſhall be able to diſcover its author. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
As to that, it is ſcarce worth the enquiry. 


Sir JAMES. 
How, Madam! 1 


we have family reaſons, Sir James, for wiſh- 
Ing to draw a veil over— 


Sir JAMES. 
A veil! I am aſtoniſh'd, Lady ner] 
Ia RISCOUN TER. 


The loſs of your alliance, indeed, which now 
we dare neither expect, nor deſire, has mortified 
us all not a little. If any other means could be 
found to form a connection between us, and a 
perſon of your merit and rank, there is nothing, 
hy ure, 1 ſhould ſo ardently wiſh, 


| Sir JAMES. 
Aing Your ladyſhip'is moſt exceedingly kind. 
and Lady RIS COUNTER. 


hope the whole family, eſpecially myſelf and 
H 2 daugh- 


Ut, 


dir 


tis 


pon 


At- 


8, is 
ately 
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daughter, are not, through the error of one, to 
be puniſhed with the lols BI ge friend{hip. 


Sic JAMES. 


AA 


Lou do me infinite honour. 

Ia RISscOU TER. 

Indeed, my Luey, upon chis occaſion, fel 
chiefly for you ; tor tho" perhaps not ſo impoſing 
and ſpecious, as the girl Whoſe lapſe we lament, 
the has great 3 of heart, and a proper 
ſenſe of your COR, 


Sir) A N ES. 
Mit Lucy i is moſt prodigiouſly— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


But Sir Robert's door opens, and as iny p 
ſence may not be ſv proper upon this N | 
W 0 leave, with the hopes/of eon receiving 
a VIIIC. ren 


Sic. ) AM E 8. 
I ſhall be happy, Madam, in ſeizing 'ever 


occaſion———your lady thip'+——[ Kail Lady Ri. 
counter. ] hat can be the meaning of rs 


She ſeeths to confirm and credit the infamou 
e Rl, vbert, I ſuppoſe, will explain it. 


deu Sir ROBERT, 


Sir ROBERT. | 


Sir * 1 ſcarce know how to accoſt you; 


but the confuſion 1 feel at the. unbappy cauſe d 
your "VINE, * 


81 
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Fa Sir JAMES. 


' Irdeed, Sir Robert, I own myſelf greatly 
perplux'd, I enter'd your houſe, full of the 


warmeſt reſentment, and prepar'd to take e- ii 
very active part in my power; but your lady has | 
dropp'd ſome hits, as if you wiſh'd to ſtifle ti 
felt all further enquiry. Pray, Sir Robert, be 
ling candid and open. This, Sir, I think, I have 
ent, right to demand. r 
oper sit ROBERT. ö 
Doubleſs. Nor do I wiſh to conceal : there | 
is room for ſuſpicion, 'I own; ſo far Lady Riſ- 44 
counter is right; but yet, Lydia 1 
on e. Sir JAMES. l 
pre Tou have then ſeen her, Sir Robert- i 
In, | Sir ROBERT. 
we Not ten minutes ago. Her ſurpriſe ſeem'd ſo 1 
ſincere, and ſo artleſs, and | | 
Sir JAMES. a 
Ri Without doubt ö 
this! nr. 1 
mou And ſuch ſtrong marks of truth, both in her 1 
. words, and her looks, that J confeſs perhaps 


— — — — 
* 1 — 


it was a fatherly weakneſs, 1 could not help giy- 
ing credit to all that ſhe ſaid. | 
Sr JAMES. 
You did her but ;juſtice, 1 am ſure. I will 
pawn my life upon her honour and faith, 


AT 4 ISL a >4 . 1 oy +. - * 2 
Sir 
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Sir ROBERT. 
But yet how to teconcile for. Sir James, 1 
will be impartial z ſome accounts 1 have had— 
' = © © $i JAMES. 


Time can only do that. Peep. laid deſigns 
are not diſcovered at once. If ve can but get at 
the clue. And what ſteps have you taken? 
have ydu been, or ſent to the printet's? 


Sr ROBERT. 


No. I did think of going, but my lady per- 
ſuaded me, that the ſtep. would be wrong. 
Sir IAM ES. 
For which ſhe had very good reaſons, no 


doubt. Will you give me leave to accompany 
you thither ? 


Sir ROBERT. 

If you think 1 it right. abt 
Sir JAMES. 

The very firſt thing you ſhould do. 

Sic ROBERT, 
But ſhould not we conſult my lady about it 1 
" Sir JAMES, 
The very laſt thing you ſhould do, 


Sir ROBERT, 
And why ſo? | 


Sir JAMES. 


I muit beg to conceal my reaſons at preſents 
1 $00, uave my ſulpicions, Sir Robert, 


Sir 
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Sr ROBERT. 
You have, 2 | 
Sic JAMES. 
Which I fancy you will ſoon find to be better 
founded that thoſe. of your family. | 
Sir ROBERT. 
Not unlikely, Sir James. 
Sir JAMES. 
Come, Sir, my chariot is ready. 
Sir ROBERT. 
I attend you, Sir James. [ Excunt. 


End of the SECOND Ac T. 


ACT, 
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"of wes 4 


Enter ROBIN, and @ Servant of Sir 


1 
ROBERT. 
ROBIN. 
My ſervice to Miſs Kitty, and I ſhould be 
happy to have the honour of her ear a- moment. 
SERVANT. 
Of her ear! 
4 — ROBIN. di 
1 Theſe low fellows know nothing of the phraſes 
4 in faſhion, mere Vandals and Goats : but 1 muſt 
= accommodate myſelf to their country, Will Ri 
1 you tell Miſs Kitty Combruſh, that I ſhould be 
| glad to ſpeak with her, when ſhe is at leiſure ? 
| SERVANT. * 
Now 1 underſtand what you mean, that will Ba 
| I, Maſter Robin. [ Exit. ane 
= ROBIN. 4 
1 Damn'd provoking however, to have our ſhip , 
* ſunk juſt as we were entering the port; this 
could not happen but by the contrivance of ſome 
of the crew: our captain too is moſt horribly 
hurt. This jade, I am convinc'd, is in the 6 
whole of the plot; but her own art, and the fa 


| Kill of her prompter, will make it difficult to 
4 get at the bottom, 
4 Enter 


Enter KITTY, 


KITTY. 


Bleſs me, Mr. Robin, after what has paſs'd, 
little expected to ſee you again at our houſe, 


ROBIN. 

What injuſtice both to me and yourſelf ! 
KIT TV. 

How ſo, Mr. Robin? 


ROBIN, 


To your powerful attractions, and my proper 


diſcernment. 
| KITT T. 

I did not know I had any ſuch things, Mr. 
Robin. 

ROBIN. 

Infinite ! but above all your penetration is the 
moſt ſurpriſing to me. The conjuror in the Old 
Bailey is a fool compar'd to Miſs Kitty. You 
are abſolutely as knowing as one of the Civils, 


if the latter part of your prediction was but as 
fully accompliſh'd. 


KIT TV. 


What was that? 


ROBIN. 


Our cohabitation in the ſame houſe, notwith- 
ſanding 


o 


KITTY: 


Time may bring that about, Mr, Robin. 
I ROBIN. 
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ROBIN. 
I don't comprehend how that can happen. 
KA rr. | 
No! why, to make your maſter amends for 
the loſs of Miſs Lydia, ſuppoſe we were to give 
him Miſs Lucy— 
ROBIN. 
D'ye call that making my maſter amends ? 
ot SS 
She is a good ſhowy girl, and her fortune— 
ROBIN, 


Will be no temptation to him, I know he de- 
tefts her. 
Ir. 
Indeed 
Ep ROBIN. 
Cordially. So that if that be the only means, 
I have nothing left but deſpair, Oh! Miis 
Kitty, think what miſery ! that tender frame has 


a tear for pity, I'm ſure; to be deprived of the 


warmeſt wiſh of my life, to be cut off tor 
ever— 


Firn 
And do you really think as you ſay ? 
ROBIN, 


Nothing but an amiable ignorance of your 


own charms, could for a moment induce you to 
doubt it. | 


2, | KITTY. 


* 
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I. | 
Suppoſe then, Mr. Robin, we were to live 
under our own roof, inſtead of that of another, 
don t you think it would be mending the mat- 
ter! 
ROBIN, 
It would be Elyſium, my angel. But how to 
get at the means? 
. 
If that is your objection, they may be eaſily 
found. 
Ri 
Does my lovely Kitty think I can have any 
other? 
III. | 
Then ſince that is the caſe, Mr. Robin, it is 
but right I ſhould explain to you, what I meant, 
by my riddle, this morning. But ſee that we 
are ſafe. | 
1 ROBIN. 
Not a ſoul. 
| ITTY. 
| You muſt know, then, that this whole affair 
of Miſs Lydia'is my lady's contrivance. 
| ROBIN. | 
What, is that whole ſtory a fiction? 
. 


A mere flam; nothing elſe; and to bring: 
4out Sir James's marriage with Lucy, her mo- 


tive. ew 
1 4 ROBIN. 
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ROBIN. 
I conceive. 


K IT T V. 


Now, as the project would not do without my 
aſſiſtance, my lady gave me (here it is, ſtuck in 
my ſtays) a note for five hundred pounds, if the 
match is broke off; and a thouſand, ſhould Miſs 
Lucy's take place. 


ROBIN. 


Hum hum hum — go -hum hum — Re- 
becca Riſcounter—ir is juſt as you ſay. 


IF of whe lh 


Now, as matters ſtand, you ſee I am entitled 
to the firſt 500 directly, and, with your aſſiſt- 
ance, perhaps the other may follow. 


ROBIN. 


Not unlikely. But hold a little, dear Kitty, 
a little caution may not be amiſs. This miſtrels 
of yours is a damn'd artful woman; ſhe has 
trick'd others, and won't ſcruple cheating of 


you. | 
re. 
I don't underſtand you. 
ROBIN. 
It is not quite clear that this note is a good 
one. 8 
KIT T V. 
How ! 
ROBIN. 


I mean ſuch a one as ſhe will be obliged 
hereafter to pay. 
: KITT I. 


zed 
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K IT T V. 


Then the buſineſs ſhall be blown up in an in- 
ſtant. 
ROBIN. 
Too late. She will only laugh at you when 
her ends are obtain'd. 
KITT. 


Then what ſteps can we take? 


ROBIN. 

There is an old maſter of mine, who lives in 
Brick- court in the Temple, as cunning a cur as 
ever hang'd an innocent man, or ſav'd a rogue 
from the gallows. I'll run, and aſk his opi- 
nion. 2 | 
KIT TY: 

But won't that be betraying our ſecret ? 


ROBIN. 


Counſellors, like confeſſors, are bound not to 
reveal their client's confeſſion : beſides, I can 
eaſily conceal the name of the party. 


IT TFT. 

You will come immediately back? 
ROBIN. 

In an inſtant, unleſs I have your leave to 80 & 


ſtep further, 


EIT TY, 
Further! 


ROBIN. 
To Doctors Commons, for a little bit of 


parchment, that will ſoon unite us for ever. 
KITT. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


62 THE BANKRUPT. 


A KITT T. 


O law! you are in a vaſt prodigious great 
hurry ; but, I think, Mr. Robin, you muſt do 
as you pleaſe. 


ROBIN. 


Thus let me acknowledge your kind conde- 
ſcenſion. For a moment then, my dear Kitty, 
adieu. [Exit Kitty.] So, now I have the means 
in my power to reſettle all our matters again. 

| | Ii. 


SCENE, A Printers. 


MARGIN diſcovered with News-papers, Ac- 
compt-books, &c. 


MARGIN, 

September the gth. Sold twelve hundred and 
thirty. June the 20th. Two thouſand and ſix. 
Good increaſe for the time, conſidering too that 
the winter has been pretty pacific : dabbled but 
little in treaſons, and not remarkably ſcurrilous, 
unleſs, indeed, in a few perſonal caſes. We muſt 
ſeaſon higher to keep up the demand. Writers 
in Journals, like rope-dancers, to engage the 
public attention, muſt venture their necks every 
ſtep that they take. The pleaſure people feel, 
ariſes from the riſques that we run—whar's the 
matter ? | 

Enter DINGEY. 
DINGEY. 


Mr. Hyſon has left the Anſwer to his laſt letter 
on Eaſt India affairs. 2h 
M A R- 
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MARGIN, 

A lazy raſcal, now his letter is forgot, he 
comes with an anſwer. Beſides, the ſubje& is 
ſtale : Return it again. Are all our people in 
waiting ? | 
| DINGEY, 


The Attorney General to the paper, that an- 
ſwers the law caſes, is not come yet. x 


MAR GIN. 


Oh! that's Ben Bond'em the Bailiff ptudently 
done, perhaps he has a writ againſt one of our 
authors —Bid them enter, and call over their 


names. 
1 DINGE V. 
Walk in, Gentlemen. 


Enter PEPPER, PLAISTER, RuUMovur, Fox E- 
EM, FIBBER, COMMA, Caus ric, O'FLAu, 

and others. 

DINGE. 

Politicians, pro and con, Meſſieurs Pepper 
and Plaiſter. 
15 PEPPER, PLAISTE R. 

Here. 

| MARGIN, 


Pepper and Plaiſter, as both the houſes are up, 
I ſhall adjourn your Political Warfare *till their 
meeting again, 
n PE PP ER. 


Don't you think the public would bear one 
ſkirmiſh more before we cloſe the campaign ? 
I have a trimmer here in my hand. 


PLAIS- 
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PLAISTER. 
To which I have as tart a retort, 
MARGIN, 


No, no; enough for the preſent. It is, Plaiſ- 
ter, the proper timeing the ſubject, that gives 
ſucceſs to our labours. Ihe conductor of a News- 
paper, like a good cook, ſhould always ſerve 
up things in their ſeaſon: who eats oyſters in 
June? Plays and Parliament Houſes are winter 
proviſions. 


PEPPER. 


Then half the ſatire and ſalt will be loſt : Be- 
ſides, if the great man ſhould happen to die, or 
go out. 


MAR GIN. 


Pſhaw ! it will do as well for the great man that 
comes in. Political papers ſhould bear vamping ; 
like ſermons, change but the application and 
text, and they will ſuit all perſons and ſea- 


ſons. 
PLAIS TER. 


True enough; but mean time, what can we 
turn to; for we ſhail be quite out of work ? 
MARGIN. 


J warrant you, if you an't idle, there's bufineſs 
enough, the prefs teems with freſh publications— 
Hiſtories, tranſlations, voyages— 


PEPPER. 


That take up as much time to read as to 
make, 


MAR 
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MARGIN, 


And what with letters from Paris or Spaw, 
inundations, elopements, diſmal effects of thun- 
der and lightning, remarkable cauſes at coun- 
try aſſizes, and with changing the miniſtry now 
and then, you will have employment, enough for 
the Summer. 


PLAISTER. 


And ſo enter upon our old trade in the 
winter ? 
MARGIN, 


Aye, or for variety, as it muſt be tireſome to 
take always one ſide; you, Pepper, may go over 
to adminiſtration, and Plaiſter will join oppoſi- 
tion. The novelty may perhaps give freſh ſpirits 

to both. 
6 PEPPE R. 


With all my heart. A bold writer has now 
no encouragement to ſharpen his pen. I have 
known the day when there was no difficulty in 
getting a lodging in Newgate; but now, all I 
can ſay, won't procure me a warrant from a 
Weſtminſter Juſtice. 


MARGIN. 


You ſay right, hard times, maſter Pepper, for 
perſecution is the very life and ſoul of our trade ; 
but don't deſpair, who knows how ſoon 


matters may mend ? gentlemen, you may draw 
back. — Read the next. | 


 DINGEY. 


Criticks—Thamas Comma, and Chriſtopher 
Cauſtic. 


K MARGIN 
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a "MARGIN. 
Where are they? 


DIN GEL. 
As you could not find them in conſtant em- 
'ploymerit, they are engaged by the great, to do 
the articles in the Monthly Reviews. 
MARGIN, 
I'thought they were done by Doctor Doubtful, 
the Deiſt, 
DINGE x. 
Formerly, but now he deals in manuſcript ſer- 
mons, writes religious eſſays for one of the 
Journals. 
| MARGIN. 
Then he will ſoon fink. I foreſaw what would 
come of his dramming. Go on. | 
| DINGEY. 
Collectors of paragraphs, Roger Rumour, and 
Phclim O'Flam. © * : 
RUMOUR, FLAM. 
Here. | 
DING Y. 


Fibber and Forge'em, compoſers and makers 
of ditto. 4 , 


FIBB R, FORG-E'EM, 
Here, 


"MARGIN. 


m- 
do 


1 
le 


MARGIN. 


Well, Rumour, what have- you. brought for 
the preſs ? | 
RUMOUR. 


I have been able to bring you no Poſitives. 
MARGIN, | 
How ! no Poſitives ? 
| RUM OUR. 


Not one. I have a Probability from the court 
end of the town; and two good Suppoſes out of 
the city. 


MARGIN. 


Hand them here—[reads.] ** It is probable, 
e that if the King of Pruſſia ſhould join the Czar- 
ina, France will ſend a fleet into the Medi- 
« terranean, Which, by giving umbrage to the 
«© Maritime powers, will involve Spain by 
« its Family Compact. To which, it Auſtria 
« ſhould refuſe to accede, there may be a power- 
« ful diverſion in Poland, made conjunctly by 
«© Sweden and Denmark, And if Sardinia and 
* Sicily abide by the treaties, the German Prin- 
ces can never oe neuter ; Italy will become the 
“ ſeat of war, and all Europe ſoon {et in a flame. 


and very alarming. Dingey, give him a ſhilling 
for this. I hope no other paper has got it? 


RUMOUR. 


Oh fie! did you. ever know me guilty of 
ſuch a | 


-- 


MARGIN. 


Vaſtly well, maſter Rumour, finely confuſed, 
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MARGIN, 


True, true, now let us ſee your Suppoſes— 
[Reads.] It is ſuppoſed, if Alderman Mango 
« ſhould ſurrender his gown, he will be ſucceed- 
e ed by Mr. Deputy Drylips, and if my Lord 
«© Mayor ſhould continue ill of the gout, it is 
e ſuppoſed the ſwan-hopping will ceaſe for this 
e ſeaſon.— That laſt ſuppoſe is fudged in, why, 
would you cram theſe upon me for a couple ? 


RUMOUR. 
As diſtin&t as can be. 
MARGIN, 


Fye, remember our bargain. You agreed to 
do the court of Aldermen always for ſix pence, 


RUMOUR. 
What if a Common Hall ſhould be called ? 


MARGIN. 


Oh! then you are to have three-pence a mo- 
tion, I know that, very well: I am ſure no gen- 
tleman can accuſe me of being ſneaking. Din- 


gey, give him ſix pence for his ſuppoſes. Well, 
Phelim O*'Flam, any deaths in your diſtrict ? 


O'FLAM, 
The devil a one. 
MARGIN, 
How! none? 
OF LAM. 


O yes, a parcel of nobodies, that died worth 
nothing at all. Fellows that can't pay for a fu- 


3 neral. 


> 
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neral. Upon my conſcience, I can't think what 
becomes of the folks for my part, I believe, 
all the people who live in town, fall down dead 
in the country, and then too, ſince doctor Di- 
ſpatch is gone to the Bath, patients linger ſo 
long. 
MARGIN. 
Indeed! 


O'FLAM. 
To be ſure they do. Why, I waited at the 


Jolly Topers, a matter of two days and a half, 
for the laſt breath of Lady Dy Dropſy, for fear 
ſome other collector ſhould catch it. 


MARGIN. 
A long time indeed, 


O'FL AM. 


Wasn't it? conſidering that ſhe had two con- 
ſultations beſides, deviliſh tough. Mr. Margin, 
I ſhall quit the mortality walk, ſo provide your- 


ſelf as ſoon as you ean. 
MARGIN. 
1 hope not. 
O'FLAM 
Why, what will 1 do? I am ſure the deaths 


wont keep me alive, you ſee I am alread 
ſtripp'd to my ſhrowd ; fince November, the ſui- 


cCide ſeaſon, 1 have not got ſalt to my porridge. 


Enter ir THOMAS TRADEWELL. 


Sr THOMAS. 
Is your name Matthew Margin ? 
MARGIV. 


\ 
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MARGIN. 


It is, and what then? | 
Sr THOMAS. 


Then, pray what right had you to kill me in 
your laſt ſaturday's paper? 
MAR GIN. 
Kill you! 
5 Sir THOMAS. 

Ay, Sir, here the article is; ſurely the law 
has ſome puniſnment for ſuch inſolent raſcals as 
you. 

MAR GIN. 

Puniſhment ! and for what? but, after all, 

what injury have you ſuſtain'd ? 


Sir THOMAS. 


- Infinite, All my agents are come poſt out of 
the country, my, houſe is crouded with coulins, 
to be preſent at the opening my will, and there 
has been (as it is known ſhe has a very good 
jointure) no leſs than three propoſals of marriage 
already made to my relict. 


MARGIN. 


Let me look at the paragraph. [Reads] 
« Laſt night, after cating a hearty ſupper, died 
« ſuddenly, with his mouth full of cuſtard, Sir 
« Thomas Tradewell, knight, an amiable com- 
% panion, an affect ionate relation, and a friend 
4 to the poor.” —C?*Flam, this is ſome blunder 
of yours; for you ſee, here the gentleman is, 
and alive. 


O'FLAM. 
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O'FLAM. 

So he ſays, but the devil a one in this caſe 
would I believe but himſelf; becauſe why, 1 
was told it by Jeremy O' Turlough, his own bo- 
dy-chairman, my dear : by the ſame token, T 
treated him with a pint of porter for the good 
news. | 

Sir THOMAS. 


Vaſtly oblig'd to you, Mr. O*Flam, but I 
have nothing to do with this wretched fellow ; 
it is you, Margin, ſhall anſwer for this, 


MARGIN. 


Why, Sir Thomas, it is impoſſible but now 
and then we muſt kill a man by miſtake. And 
in ſome meaſure to make amends, you ſee what 
a good character the paper has given you, 


Sir THOMAS. 
Character 
MAR GIN. 


Aye, Sir, I can tell you I have * a crown 
for putting in many a worſe. 


O'FLAM.? 


Aye, Sir Thomas, conſider of that, only 
think what a comfort it is, to live long enough 
after you are dead, to read ſuch a good account 
of yourſelf in the papers. 


Sir THOMAS. 


Ha! ha! ha! what a ridiculous raſcal ! but l 
would adviſe you, gentlemen, not to take ſuch 
liberties with me for the Future. [ Exit. 


O'FLAM 
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O'FLAM. 


Indeed and we won't; and I here give Mr. 
Margin my word, that you: ſhan't die again, as 
long as you live, unleſs, indeed, we get it from 
under your own hand. 


Enter Sir ROBERT RISCOUNTER, 
and Sir JAMES BIDDULP IH. 
Sir ROBERT. 


Where is this Margin, this impudent, raſcally 
Printer? 


MARGIN. 
Hey day ! what's the matter now? 
Sir JAMES, 
Curb your choler, Sir Robert. 
Sir ROBERT, 

A pretty fellow, indeed, that every man's and 
woman's reputation muſt be ſubject to the power 
of his poiſonous pen. | 

Sir JA M E 8. 

A little patience, Sir Robert. 
| Sir ROBERT: 

A land of liberty, this! I will maintain it, the 
tyranny exerciſed by that fellow, and thoſe of 
his tribe is more deſpotic and galling, than the 
moſt abſolute monarch's in Aſia, 

Sr JAMES. 

Well, but 

| Sir ROBERT. 


: 


Sir ROBERT. 


Their thrones claim a right only over your 
perſons and property, whilſt this mungrel, ſquatt- 
ing upon his joint ſtool, by a ſingle line, pro 


ſcribes and ruins your reputation at once, 
Sir JAMES, 
Sir Robert, let me crave— 
Sir ROBERT. 
And no ſituation is ſecure from their inſults. 
I wonder every man 1s not afraid to peep into a 
paper, as it is more than probable that he may 


meet with a paragraph, that will make him un- 
happy for the reſt of his lite. 


MARGIN. 


But, Gentlemen, what is all this buſineſs about ? 


Sir ROBERT. 
About? zounds, Sir, what right had you to 
ruin my daughter? eee 
MAR GIN. 


I? I know nothing of you nor your daughter. 
Sir ROBERT. 
Sir James Biddulph, you have it, produce the 


aper. 
28 Sir JAMES. 

There is no occaſion for that, the affair is ſo 
recent, I dare ſay the Gentleman will remember 
the paſſage ; this, Sir, is the Banker, the father, 
with whoſe daughter you was pleaſed to take thoſe 
inſolent freedoms, this morning. 


L Sir 
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Sir ROBERT, 

And this, Sir, the amiable Baronet, from the 

Weſt end of the Town. 


MARGIN. 


I recollet, Well, gentlemen, if you have 
brought any paragraphs to contradict the report, 
am ready to inſert them directly. 


Sir ROBERT. 


And ſo, you raſcal, you want us to furniſh 
freſh food tor your paper? 
MARGIN. 


I do all I can to keep my ſcales even; the 
charge hangs heavy here; on the other ſide, you 
may throw in the defence, then ſee which will 
weigh down the other, 


Sir ROBERT. 
Indeed, Sir James Biddulph, if he does that— 
Sir JAMES. | 


That! can that paltry expedient atone for his 
crime? will the ſnow that is ſullied recover its 
luſtre ? ſo tender and delicate, Sir Robert, is the 
- fame of a lady, that once tainted, it is tarniſh'd 
for ever. 


Sir ROBERT. 
True enough. 
MARGIN. 


could bear no ill-will to your daughter, as l 
know nuthilg about her, 
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Sir ROBERT. 
Indeed, Sir James, I don't ſce how he could. 
Sir JAMES, 


Is his being the inſtrument of another man's 
malice, a ſufficient excuſe? 


Sr ROBERT. 


So far from it, that it enhances the quilt. 
Zounds, Sir James, you are a Parliament Man, 
why don't you put an end to this practice? 


MARGIN. 
Ay, let them attack the preſs, i. 


Sr ROBERT. 


Have a care of that; no no, that muſt not be 
done. 


Sir JAMES. 


No man, Sir Robert, honours that ſacred 
ſhield of freedom more than myſelf. 


Sir ROBERT, 


I dare ſay. 
Sr JAMES. 


But I would not have it ſerve to ſhelter theſe 
peſts, who point their poiſon'd arrows againſt the 
peace of mankind. ; 


Sir ROBERT, 
By no means in the world, Let them be 


dragg*d from behind it directly. 


L 2 MARGIN, 
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MARGIN. 


Ay, do deſtroy the watchful dogs that guard 
and cover your flocks. 


Sir JAMES, 
You guard, you cover | 
MARGIN. 


Ay, who but us alarm the nation when bad 
deſigns are on foot? 


Sir ROBERT. 
In that reſpect, they are very uſeful no doubt. 
Sir JAMES. 


Are they therefore entitled to give the alarm, 
when no ſuch deſign is intended? 


Sir ROBERT. 


By no means. A pack of factious, infamous 
ſcoundrels. 


MARGIN. 

It is we that ſupply the defects of the laws. 
Sr JAMES. 

You! 
MARGIN. 


By ſtigmatizing thoſe offenders that they can- 
not reach. 


Sir ROBERT. 
That, indeed ſerves to keep the guilty in awe. 
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Sir 1 AMES. 
And is a pretence tor making the innocent the 
butts of their malice. 


Si ROBERT. 


True, true, all is fiſh that comes to their 


nets. 
Si JAMES. 
Beſides, their ſlander is ſcattered fo generally, 


and with ſo little diſcretion, that the detormity 
of vice is deſtroyed. 


Sr ROBERT. 
True. 
Sir JAMES. 
Bad men are made worſe, by becoming totally 


callous, and even the good rendered careleſs, to 


that ſource of patriotilm, that pride of virtue, 
the public opinion. 
Sr ROBERT. 
And they are much in the right on'r. 


MARGIN. 


What, you are a courtier, I reckon ? no won- 
der you wiſh the preſs was demoliſhed. 
Sir JAMES. 
If ever that happens, to ſuch miſcreants as you 
'twill be o wing; nor will it ſurprize me, if al 


orders concur to give up a great public benefit, 


for the ſake and ſecurity of private honour and 
peace. 


Fr 


1 
1 
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Sr ROBERT. 
Nor me neither. 
MARGIN. 


You would conſent then to ſurrender the 
preſs ? 


Sir ROBERT. 
I would ſooner conſent to be hang'd. 
Sir JAMES: 
And its unbounded licence continue ? 
Sir ROBERT. 
I would much rather ſce it on fire. 
MARGIN. 
With reſpect to its general uſe 
Sir ROBERT. 
Not the ſmalleſt doubt can be made. 
Sir JAMES. 
But, Sir Robert, then the abuſe—— 
Sir ROBERT. 
Is what no mortal can bear. 


MARGIN. 
But, Sir Robert, you would but juſt nuw— 


Sir ROBERT. 
I confeſs it, I did. 


Sir JA MES. 
Ay, but that was, Sir Robert, becauſe, —— 


Sir 
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Sir ROBERT. 
For no other reaſon in life. 


MARGIN. 
My obſervation you allowed to be 
Sir ROBERT. 
Pointed. 

Sir JAMES. 


And my reply— 
Concluſive as could be. 


MARGIN. 


But then— 

Sir ROBERT. 

To be ſure. 

Sir JAMES. 

Becauſe why 

Sir ROBERT. 
Jou are quite in the right. 
O'FLAM. 

Upon my ſoul, they have got the old gentle- 
man into ſuch puzzleation, that I don't believe 
he knows what he wiſhes himſelf. Stand by and 
let me clear up this matzer a little. Hearkee, 
Mr. Sir Robert, if I underſtand your maning at 
all, it is, that provided people could be prevented 


from- publiſhing, you are willing the preſs ſhould 
be free. 


Sir ROBERT. 


That was my meaning no doubt. 
OF LAM. 
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O'FLAM. 


Upon my conſcience, and nothing but reaſon. 
There, I believe, we are all of us agreed. How 
ſeldom would people differ, if once we could get 
them to be all of a mind? And now this ditter- 
ence is whole and compos'd, let me try if 1 can't 
make up the other. I underſtand here, old gen- 

tleman, you have had a daughter abuſed. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Moſt foully. 


O'FLAM. 
And you want to know who was the author ? 
Sr ROBERT. 
That was iny ſole buſineſs here. 
O'FLAM. 


Then why could not you ſay fo at firſt, without 
all this bothering and bawling ? Well, maſter 
Margin, come give the old buck ſatisfaction. 

MAR GIN. 

It was anonymous. 

OF LAM. 

Upon my foul, and 1 thought ſo. That is 
the moſt damnedſt, impudent fon of a bitch, he 
had like to have brought me into three or four 
ſcrapes, by fathering his lies upon me. 

Sir JAMES. 
Will you give us leave to look at the hand ? 
MAR G IN. 

Freely, chis is the paper. 

* Sir 


ir 
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Sr JAMES, 


Sir Robert, do you recollect to have ſeen this | 
writing before ? | 


Sir ROBERT. 


It is James's, I know it as well as my own : 
here are his B's, his G's, and his T's. | 


Sir J AME S. 
” I gueſs'd. Will you truſt the paper with 
us 
Sir ROBERT. 

Let him get it again, if he can,—Sir James, 
| ſhall expect you at home. [ Exit, 
MARGIN. 

I hope no bad uſe will be made of ir. 
Sir JAMES. 


The worſt uſe has already been made of it; 
but at parting, Mr. Margin, let me give you a 
piece of advice. Take care how you provoke 
the publick patience too far. You have ſet the 
laws at defiance, and long reign'd uncontroul'd, 
| confeſs ; but don't wonder if the ſubjects of 
your ſlander forget there are laws in their turn, 
and, valuing an honeſt name more than their 
lives, ſhould expoſe their lives to revenge it. 

| [ Exit, 

O'FLAM. 
Upon my ſoul, Mr. Margin, very wholſome 
advice, and will do you much good if you take 
it; but, above all, rid your hands of James 
Anonymous as ſoon as you can; you know it 


Was 
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was he got you that beating.— That fellow hag 
brought you into more ſcrapes than all your au. 
thors together, 


Enter a SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 
Gentlemen, the milk porridge is ready. 
AL L. 
Let us ſtart fair I beſeech you. [ Excunt, 


Enter Lady RISCOUNTER, LUCY, 
and KITTY. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Sir James Biddulph is gone? 
KIT TT. 
Yes, Madam, and with him my maſter, 
Lady RISCO UNTER. 
Sir Robert! to what place, can you gueſs? 
. 


I ſhould think, by what I overheard, to the 
printer's. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
To the printer's ! of what uſe can that be? 
Ir. 


I can't ſay; but your ladyſhip, I hope, will 
excule me. 


Laly RISCOUNTER. 
Excuſe you, why child, what's the matter? 


KITTY. 


WK. 
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KITTY; 


| have heard ſome whiſpering among the 
clerks, 2s if things were not quite ſo well with 
my maſter, 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
What, ſome little diſappointments in trade ? 


rr. 


Much worſe, I am afraid; I don't know what 
it means; but they ſay an extent is brought into 
the houſe. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


With all my heart; let what will happen, it 
can be of little importance to me. 


LUCY. 
No, Madam 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
No, child, you can't ſuppoſe, but upon my 


marriage, I took care, at all events, to ſecure a 
proper proviſion, 


LES .CY, 
Indeed ! can that be done ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 


Acommon caution, my dear ; don't you ſee 
Mrs. Paduaſoy rides in her coach, whilſt half 
her huſband's creditors are in gaol. 


De. 
Is that the caſe ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


If wives were to have any thing to do with 
M 2 thoſe 


reer. 


thoſe kind of creatures, who d'ye think would 


marry with people in buſineſs ? and now I think 
on't, it will be fo much the better; for the fa- 


ther*s failure mult in ſome mcalure fall on the 
daughter. 


LU CY: 


True; but your ladyſhip ſaw Sir James Bid- 
dulph. | 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
For a moment only, my dear. 
Le. 
Well, Madam, and 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 


I only juſt threw out a hint; to be more ex- 
plicit now, would make him ſuſpicious; we muſt 
give him time to digeſt his diſappointment. 


r. 
As I live, Miſs Lydia is coming. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Lydia! 


Enter L I DIA. 


LYDIA. 


T beg your ladyſhip's pardon, for intruding 
without your permiſſion ; but, my unfortunate | 


ſituation will, I hope, plead my excule : I come, 
Madam, to beg your protection. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Mine, child ? 


LYDIA. 
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r D 
Your aſſiſtance, in detecting the authors of 
this horrid deſign. 
Lady RISCOUN TER. 


That, child, is properly your father's con- 
cern. 


LY 1K. 


True, Madam; but the relation your lady- 
ſhip bears to his family might, I hope, induce 
you to do me this juſtice, 

Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Juſtice, Lydia !—as it is my duty, I ſhall ever 
be ready to give my advice. 
LI Di A. 
That, Madam, is all that I want. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


As this affair has made ſuch a noiſe, there re- 
mains but one ſtep to be taken. 


L DIA. 
Which is——- 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
A marriage with James. 
LY D 1& 


With James! and ſo ſanctify the ſcandalous 
ſtory. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


It may be alledged by the family, that the 
ceremony had paſs'd before the detection. 


L YDIA. 
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LID 1 & 


Detection! I hope your ladyſhip does not ſup- 
poſe there is the ſmalleſt foundation ? 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


That I ſhall not pretend to determine. But, 
at all events, you are in the right to deny it. 


L.Y DI A. 


Your ladyſhip's ihdifference ſhocks me more 
than the——Your daughter, Lucy, will do me 
Juſtice I am ſure, ſhe has been privy to every— 


LUCY, 


Me, Miſs? I beg pardon for that: how 
ſhould I know your Intrigues? I beg you will 
not involve me in your guilt, 


LY DI A 


Nay, then it is in vain to ſtruggle; I ſee, my 
ruin 1s reſolv'd. 


Enter ir ROBERT. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Where is Lady Riſcounter? well, my dear, 
we have got to the bottom of this infernal buſi- 


neſs at lait—here, here it is, in the raſcal's own 
hand, 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Sir Robert! 


Sir ROBERT, 


Why, the paragraph was ſent to the printet's 
by James, 


Lady 
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Lady RISCOUN TER. 
Well ? 
Sr ROBERT. 
So that you fee proves the forgery plain. 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Now I think it makes the fact more apparent. 
dir ROBERT. 
How ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 
By the confeſſion of one of the parties. 
dir ROBERT. 
That I confeſs, as it was voluntary 
Lady RISCOUNT ER. 
Makes it amount to a poſitive proof. 
Sir ROBERT. 
It looks very ſuſpicious indeed. 


Enter Sir TAMES BIDDU LPI. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Here my lady, Sir James, thinks, that inſtead 
of clearing, this paper only ſerves to convince 
her, 


Sir JAMES. 
Is that your ladyſhip's judgment ? 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Quite to a demonſtration, Sir James. 


Sic 
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Sir JAMES. 
But his policy. 
Lady RISC O UNTER. 


Obvious enough; to force the family to ſoli- 
cit his marrying the girl, as a favour. 


Sir JAMES, 
That, indeed! 
Lady RISC OUNTER. 


With the hopes, perhaps, of obtaining ſome 
additional advantage. 


Sir ROBERT. 


In return, no doubt, for his great condeſcen- 
ſion. An infamous 


Sir JAMES. 


I ſhould have thought the young lady's pri- 
vate fortune, and perſon, eſpecially to one of his 
rank, a very ſufficient inducement. But this 
Mr. James is an abſolute Machiavel. 


Sr ROBERT. 
As ſly a dog as ever exiſted, 
Sir JAMES. 
But could not we ſee him, Sir Robert? 
Sir ROBERT, 
The raſcal is run off. 
Sr JAMES. 


Indeed ! 
Sir 
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89 
Sir ROBERT. 
We have ſcarch'd for him all the town over. 
Sir JAMES, 


That is unlucky, as I ſhould have been glad 
to have aſk'd him a queſtion, I believe it is 


unneceſſary to apologize to the family, for any 
part I take in this bulinelſs, 


Sr ROBERT. 
We are all highly obliged. 
Sir JAMES, 


But I have received a letter, the contents of 
which aſtoniſh me much. 


Sir ROBERT, 
About the matter in hand ? 
Sir JAMES. 
Indeed the writer is but a dependant of mine, 
but his veracity is out of the queſtion, the fats 


muſt ſpeak for themſelves. Mrs. Kitty, you 
will be kind enough to ſtay here for a moment. 


. 
What can be the meaning of this? 


Sir JAMES, 


If the charge is falſe, I am ſure, Lady Riſ- 
counter will pardon me for the ſake of the mo- 


tive. If true, ſhe, in her turn, will ſtand in 
want of all our forgivenels. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Me! who will dare to impeach my conduct, 
Sir James ? 


N Sir 
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Sir JAMES. 


Your ladyſhip's patience, a moment. This 
paper, Sir Robert, charges Lady Riſcounter 
with being the ſole contriver of this villainous 
project. 

Sir ROBERT. 

How! 

Lady RISC O UNTER. 

Me ! 

Sr JAMES, 
With a view of diſſolving the contract be- 
tween your fair daughter and me, 
Sir ROBERT. 
To what purpoſe ? what end ? It 
Sir JAMES. 


One that does me too much honour, I own, 
the bringing about a union between Miſs Lucy 
and me, 


if 


Lady RISCOUNTER., 


A moſt probable ſtory, indeed: your infor- 
mer's name, if you pleaſe. 


Sir JAMES. 
A ſervant who has oft attended me here. 
Lady RIS COUNTER. 
And he receiv'd it from 
Sir JAMES. 


One of your lady ſhip's women; there ſhe 
ſtands, I believe. 


LYDIA 


ne 
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LYDIA. 
Is it poſſible that you, Kitty 


Sir ROBERT. 
Patience, Lydia, a moment. 


Lady RISC OUNT ER. 
And you think this paltry plot, obviouſly 


fram'd by a couple of ſervants, (unleſs you con- 
deſcend to be the contriver yourſelf) will juſtify 


you in bringing this charge againſt a perſon of 
my rank and condition. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Fie, fie, Sir James, that is too preſumptuous 
indeed. 


Sir JAMES, 


Why, I ſhould not have ventur'd, I believe, 


if J had not to produce a more unexceptionable 
witneſs than theſe. 


Lady RISCOUNTER, 
Name the perſon directly. 
dir JAMES, 
Lady Riſcounter herſelf. 
dir ROBERT, 
What ? 
Sir JAMES. 


There is a little billet contain'd in this letter, 
where your ladyſhip promiſes a capital ſum, 
when {ome certain ſervices are fully perform'd, 


Sir ROBERT. 
By your ave, Sir James, let me look. Oh, 
N 2 clear, 


r 


0 C - mY 4 — ﬀ _ — * 
rr G 
—— afras ane OR 
w 4 b 


4 7 
— 1 ' 
= 37 v 330 
* 1 
*4 T 
* * 
1 
o 


92 THE BANKRUPT. 


clear, clear, it is her hand, there is no denying 
of this, 


Sir JAMES. 


I fancy Mrs, Kitty will own it. Otherwiſe my 
ſervant is below to confront her.” a 


| Sr ROBERT, 
Well, what reply do you make to all this ? 
rr. 


beg pardon, Sir, of my miſtreſs, and you. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Pardon. 


. 


I own the accuſation is juſt, though I little 
thought Mr. Robin would betray me. 


Sir ROBERT. 


Do you? and what an ungrateful wretch muſt 
you be? you have been but a poor inſtrument 
only. But is it poſſible you, Lady Riſcounter, 


could ſo entirely forget what you owe tou me, and 
your 


Lady RISCOUN TER. 


I ſee, Sir Robert, you are fo far prepoſſoſs'd, 
that all I can ſay 


Sir ROBERT. 
Say, Madam, what can be ſaid for ſuch— 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Nay, Sir, I am not going to make a formal 
defence, it is not worth my while, nor would 
you have leiſure to hear it: if you will walk 


3 down 


TY 
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down, you wil! find another fort of buſineſs, that 
demands your attention. 


Sr ROBERT. 
Madam! 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 
The houſe fill'd with a new kind of cuſtomers. 
LYDIA, Sir ROBERT, Sir JAMES. 
How! 
Lady RISCOUNTER. 
Only an extent, to ſeize on all his effects. 
LYDIA, Sir ROBERT, Sir JAMES. 
Is it poſſible! 
Lady RISCOUNTER, 


The world will therefore ſee how ill I am 
treated—but don't imagine, Sir Robert, that the 
proviſion I derive from her father, ſhall be la- 


viſhed to leſſen your debts, or be employ'd in 
ſupport of their author, 


LVU e. 


Your ladyſhip will have more prudence, no 
doubt. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


No, child, we will quit this manſion directly, 
and leave him for conſolation to the care of his 
daughter, 

D 


A more precious truſt, I could never reccive. 
Your treachery to me, Madam, could both 
deſpiſe and forgive: but your inſolent triumph, 
at = diſtreſs of an unfortunate huſband, gives 


you 
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you a pre-eminence aboye the worſt of your ſex. 
If, Sir, what you are pleaſed to call mine, can 
either reinſtate, or aſſiſt you, I beg it may be all 
employ'd in the ſervice. 


Sir ROBERT, 
Nay, pr'ythee, Lydia— 
LYDIA. 
You ſee, Sir James Biddulph, there are new 
obſtaeles oppos'd to your purpoſe. 
Sir JAMES, 


If you mean thoſe her ladyſhip has been pleaſ- 
ed to produce, they add only an additional 
ſtrength to my wiſhes. The piety with which 
this great, this firſt duty is diſcharg'd, muſt ac- 
company every other relation in life, I applaud, 
and ſhall be happy to join in your purpole. 


Lady RISCOUNTER. 


Come, Lucy, let us leave theſe romantick 
creatures together, they are only fit for each 
other; when your effects are convey*d to proper 
truſtees, I ſhall take care to put in my claim. 

[Exeunt Lady Riſcounter and Lucy. 


Sr ROBERT. 


Unfeeling, inſolent woman! but thy good- 
neſs, Lydia, ſupplies every loſs, nor will my cre- 
ditors, when they find I never deceiv'd them, 
take advantage of thy filial affection, 


Enter a CLERK. 
What now ? 
CLERK. 
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CLERK. 
The Dutch mail is arrived. 


Sir ROBERT. 
Any private letters from Holland ? 
CLERE. 


Your correſpondents, Sir, have honour'd your 
bills, 


Sr ROBERT: 
And diſcharg'd them? 
C LER. 
Every one. 
Sir ROBERT. 
And the report of their failing 
CL E RK. 
Was without the ſmalleſt foundation. 
Sit ROBERT. 
Heaven be prais'd; now, Lydia, thy fa- 


ther can look again with confidence in the face of 
his friends, 


LYDIA, 


A more real tranſport could never have 
reach'd me 


Sir ROBERT. 
I know it, Lydia, I know it. This gentle- 
man will both thank and reward you. 
CLERK, 
Sir, I would beg juſt to 
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Sir ROBERT. 


I gueſs what you mean; ſome inquiſitive per- 
ſons below; they ſhall be ſatisficd ſoon. I will 
attend them directly. [| Exit Clerk. 


Sir J AMES, 
Give me leav to join in the general joy. But 


what, Sir Robert, ſhall we do with this paper? 
I fancy my man is in waiting; Robin. 


Enter ROBIN. 


ROBIN. 
Sir. 
Sir JAMES, 
You have been of ſingular ſervice to-day, 
which I ſhall take good care to acknowledge. 


The worth of this note, as the conditions have 
fail'd 


ROBIN. 


Like many more ef its kindred, is reduc'd to 
waſte paper, your honour , but as this happy 
turn has been chieſly owing to Kitty, I hope ſhe 
will be reſtor'd to favour again. 


Sir JAMES: 


But conſider, Robin, that was not her inten- 
tion. 
ROBIN. 
But recollect, Sir, the temptation 
Sir ROBERT. 
But the treachery— 
ROBIN. 


Five hundred pounds. 
dit 
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Si ROBERT. 

That is true—as many, her ſuperiors, tho? per- 
haps not her betters, are daily detected in doing 
things more criminal for leſs conſideration, it 
is ſome excule, I confeſs. But what ſays my 
Lydia? 

| LY DI A 
I ſhall be directed by you. 
| Sr ROBERT. 


And now, my children, nothing remains but 
the laſt act, to eſtabliſh your union, and if (as I 
am reſolved to diſengage myſelf from that bad 
woman, and the other cares of this world) you 


will ſuffer me to be a partaker of your domeſtic 
felicity 


Sir JAMES, LYDIA. 
You cannot in any thing oblige us ſo much. 
Sir ROBERT. 


That is all I have to aſk of you, or the world. 
[ Exeunt. 
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BOOKS printed for G. K EAR SL I, 


At No. 46, near Serjeants-Inn, in Pleet-ſtreet: 


1. Tus GENTLEMAN's GUIDE 


IN HIS 
TOUR ThRovcyH FRANCE 
SI3AMNSDF-TICEF 
With a correct Map of all the Poſt koads, 
Containing an accurate deſcription of that country. In- 
cluding Paris, Verſailles, Fontambleau, Marti, Ot. Ger- 
mains, St. Cloud, and every publick building and place 
worthy a traveller s notice. Liſts of i e or- 
dinaries, places of amuſement, with their prices : ſtage- 
coaches and wa'er Carriages to different parts of the king. 
dom, with their fares : and every other particular neceſiary 
for the information of ſtrangers. 
TM 
z. TOUR Or HOLLAND, 
Doren BRABAVNT, the Aus TRIAN NeTH:R- 
LAN DS, and part of FRANCE; 


In which is included, a DESCRITIOR of Parris, and 
its environs, 


USEFUL. 1-N-T-9S 


To thoſe who make the Tour of Francz. 
In a feries of letters written from that kingdom, 


By PHILIP THICKNESSE, Eſq. 


Theſe letters (none of which were ever publiſhed be- 
fore) contain ſome account of the interior police in ge- 
neral, and Paris in particular. With a conſiderable num- 
ber of entertaining anecdotes, relative to the firſt perſon- 
ages on that part of the continent. 


„ Theſe three volumes, which may be had ſeparate 
or together, price 38. each, will enable travellers to make 
the Tour of France and the Low Countries, as they con- 
tain every thing worthy the attention of the moſt minute 
enquirer; and will prevent, if properly attended to, the 
ſcandalous impoſitions ſo often practiſed by the publicans 
on the continept. | 


+1+ The laſt article only was written by Mr. Thickneſſe. 
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A DVERTISEME NT. 


OM copies of ſpurious impreſſions of 

this Comedy, and of the Maid of Bath, 

having been printed and circulated before 
the application to the Court of Chancery for an 
Injunction, it has been thought adviſable, in 
vindication of the property of the Editor, as 
well as in juſtice to the deceaſed Author, imme- 
diately to commit to the preſs genuine editions 
of the two dramatick pieces above-mentioned, 
together with the Comedy of the Devil Upon 
Two Sticks, which had been alſo without 
authority advertiſed for publication. 

On inſpection of che ipurious impreſſions, it 
appears, that all the errors of careleſs and igno- 
rant tranſcribers are there rel!giouſly preſerved ; 
and all the additions and improvements, made 
by the facetious Writer, are omitted, Many 
inſtances of this will occur on peruſal of this 
Comedy ; in which, beſides the reftoration of 
ſeveral paſſages always ſpoken on the ſtage, the 
Reader will find a whole ſcene, at the end of the 
Firſt Act, and another, ſtill more entertaining 

and 
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and popular, at the beginning of the Third ; 
both which were wholly wanting in the ſpurious 
Impreſſions. | 

Unauthorized publications are not only always 
detrimental to private property, but commonly 
prove injurious to the publick : For the copies, 
being obtained by clandeſtine and indirect means, 
are, for the moſt part, as has happened in the 
preſent inſtance, incorrect and imperfect, 


PROLOCUE. 


Z; 0-48-06 


Written by Mr. GAR RICK. 
Spoken by Mr. FOOT E. 

N triſling works of Fancy, wits agree, 

That nothing tickles like a ſimile: 
And ſo, by way of tuning you to laughter, 
With which, I hope, you'll tickle us hereafter, 
From our poetick ſtorehouſe, we produce 
A couple, ſpick and ſpan for prefent uſe, 
Dramatick writers were, like watchmen, meant 
To knock down Vice—few anſwer the intent ; 
Both ſhould be quick to ſee and ſoize their game 


But both are ſometimes blind, and ſometimes lame: 
Can thoſe cry and, while they themſelves are reeling ? 
Can thoſe catch thieyes, while they themſelves are 


ſtealing ? 
When wanted moſt, the watch a nap will take— 
Are all our comick authors quite awake 2 


Or, what is worſe, by which they {till come near *em, 


Are not you more than half afleep who hear 'em? 
I, your old watchman, here have fix'd my ſtand, 
On many a vice and folly laid my hand: 

Twas you cried watch! I limp'd at your command. 
Let me, like other watchmen, bleſs the times, 
And take the privilege to nod betimes | 

Nor let your frowns now force me on a fright 

To cry &« Paſt ſeven o'clock, and a cloudy night,” 

But, with your patience not to be too free, 

We'll change the ſubject and the ſimile. 

To chaſe a ſmuggling crew, who law deride, 

We launch a cutter of three guns this adder 

With your aſſiſtance, we will make the foe 

Sink, or ſubmit to CayTain 'VIMBERTOE, 

Ye pirate criticks, ſall not foul on me | 

If once I ſink, I founder in the ſea. 

In this condition, can I ſwim to ſhore ? 

Im cork'd, *tis true; but then I want an dar. 

You oft have ſav'd my little bark from ſinking 
I am no fifk, ſave me from water-drinking * ! 
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Mr. AtgcasrLE, 
Tor, 

Mr. O' FLaN NAG, 
CotoxEL GORGET, 
FLAW, 

Tou, 

Moses Manasses, 
RoctR, 
FizrrtnoRE, 
Pris, | 
Servant, 


Mrs. Furtcrt'em, 
Mrs. Stwory, 
Mrs. AlgcasrTrE, 
Bersy Brossou, 
MARIANNE, 


Maid, 


My. Foote. 
Mr. Weſton. 
Mr. Banniſler. 
Mr. Aickin. 
Mr. Wilſon. 
Mr. Fearom. 
Mr. Burton. 
Alr. Griffith. 


Mr. Baddeley. 


Mr. Parſons. 


M, Sherry. 
Mrs. Gardner. 
Miſs Platt, 
Mrs. Jewell, 
Mrs. Smith. 
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Enter Mrs. Fleece em and Flaw. 


Mrs. Fleece'em. 


OT a word more! you put me out 
of all patience, 

Flaw. Well, but, madam Fleece- 
em, liſten, I beg, to a little reaſon. 

Mrs. Fl. Reaſon ? had you the leaſt atom 
about you, you would reſt contented with our 
preſent agreement. 

Flaw, But ſurely, madam, a change of cir- 
cumſtances—— 

Mrs. Fl. Change? And pray, maſter Flaw, 
how are mine changed for the better? Anſwer 
me a few ſhort queſtions, and deny what I ſay, 
if you can, When I was compelled, by the 
cruel lays of this country, to go into exile for 
Bo taking 
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taking by miſtake a ſmall parcel of Jace out of 
a ſhop in the Strand, did not I chooſe Boſton 
tor my place of retirement? 

Maw, Granted, | 

Mes. Fl. Did not I paſs there, by means of 
letters from mynheer Van Smuggle of Rotter- 
dam, for a perſon moſt honourably and nobly 
allied ? 

Flaw. For aught I know. 

Mrs. Jil. Did not JI receive a handfome pre- 
ſent from that merchant, for promoting the 
ruhning Dutch teas, and rejecting thoſe imported 
from England ? | 

Flaw. Like enough. 

Ars. Fi. Did not my burning the firſt pound 
of Souchong, and my ſpeeches at Faneuil-Hall, 
and the Liberty-Tree, againſt the colonies con- 
rributing to diſcharge a debt to which they owe 
their exiſtence, procure me the love and eſteem 
vf the people ? 

Flaw, May be fo. 

Ars. Fl. And what, but your letters, could 
induce me to return to a country where I had 
been treated ſo ill? But ſure, you muſt have 
forgot your propoſals ; here they are, and ſigned 
by yourſelf, Let me ſee \—f Reads.) « Articles 
* of Agreement between Philip Flaw, of 
{© Thzy:es-Inn, in the city of London, on one 

E part, 
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* part, and Felicia Fleece'em, late of Boſton, 
« but now of Pail-Mall,” 

Flaw. But what occation—— 

Mrs. Fl. © Imprimis, That the ſaid Felicia 
« do take a handſome houſe, at the Weſt end 
« of the town, with ſuitable ſervants ; for the. 
« furniſhing of which the faid Flaw engages to 
% procure her credit.“ 

Flaw. And have not I? 

Mrs. Fl.“ Secondly, that the ſaid Flaw ſhalt 
te circulate, privately and publickly, in taverns, 
te coffee-houſes, Journals, Chronicles, Morning: 
© and Evening-Poſlts, and Courants, that the ſaid 
« Felicia is a perſon of great addreis and abi- 
« Jities; and that, by means of many powerful 
connections, ſhe is able to procure poſts, 
ee places, preferments of all conditions and 
ce ſizes; to raiſe caſh for the indigent, and pro- 
te cure good ſecurities for ſuch as are wealthy; 
© ſuitable matches for people who want huf: 
& bands ard wives, and divorces for thoie who 
ce wiſh to get rid of them.“ 

Flaw. And have not I performed every tittle ? 
have not my expences in attending plays, operas, 
maſquerades, and Pantheons, not to mention 
ſubſcription- money to moſt of the clubs, and 
coteries, amounted to a moſt enormous 

Mrs. Fl. J am near at an end. [ Reads, ] 

B 2 « Thar 
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„That the ſaid Flaw ſhall at all times adviſe 
te the ſaid Felicia how far ſhe may go without 
* incurring the law; for all which he 1s to 
& receive out of the neat profits thirty per cent,” 
— You ſee, Sir! 

Flaw, I do. 

Mrs. Fl. And don't you think hat a very 
ample proviſion ? 

Flaw. But conſider, madam, I have ſacrificed 
my whole time to your buſineſs, and I don't 
believe the law has procured me 
Mis. Fl. The law? What, a little, private 
agency at the Old Bailey? a wonderful ſacrifice 
fy, fy, Mr. Flaw ! 

Flaw. You are thelaſt perſon, Mrs. Fleece'em, 
that ſhould caſt ſuch a reflection as that: Unleſs 
I miſtake, my attendance there was pretty uſcſul 
to you. 

Mrs. Fl. To me? | 

Flaw. Without my ſkill and addreſs, your 
laſt voyage to America would have been changed 
to a much ſhorter trip. 

Mrs. Fl. Sir! 

Flaw. A tour to Tyburn, in a tim-Whiſky 
and two, would have concluded your travels. 

Mrs. Fl. Why, you impertinent, infamous, 
petty-fogging puppy, it was through your ig- 
norance that I was obliged to travel at all. 

Flaw, 


fac 
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Flaw. Mine? 
Mrs. Fl. Did not Alick Alibi, before your 
face, at Blackwall, in the Tranſport, declare, 


that he never {aw ſuch a bungling bulineſs; that 
if he had been employed 


Flaw. Alibi? 

Mrs. Fl. You know him, I fancy. 

Flaw, Perfectly: As, madam, you think him 
ſo wonderfully clever, you had better employ 
him; I am ready to reſign, in his favour. 

Mrs. Fl. That 1s ungenerous in you, Mr. 
Flaw, to inſult a gentleman under misfortunes: 
You know the clipping and filing affair compels 
him to keep a little private at preſent. 

Flaw. Oh, then, that's the reaſon Jam con- 
ſulted? fweet madam, your ſervant! But, 
tnadam, I muſt defire you to find out ſome 
other agent: I declare off! you ſha'n't make a 
ſtop-gap of me! 

Mrs. Fl. Sir 

Flaw. Our accounts are eaſily ſettled: Let 
me ſee! Seven pounds leven ſhillings, from 
the brewer's clerk, who is gone with your re- 
commendatory letters to India. 

Mrs. Fl. Nine pounds, if you pleaſe. 

Flaw. Seven. The reſt paid out of my 
pocket to Kitt Copywell, for manufacturing 
the letters from the directors, 


Mrs. 


— —ũ——— L w — —— — 1 
% "+ * 


THE COZENERS. 
Mrs. Fl. Very well! Have you got the fellow 
aboard? | 

Flaw. Sailed the latter end of the week. 

Mrs. Fl. Then there is the crimp's money, 
for procuring the company an able recruit. 

Flaw. Already deducted, for promiſing to 
get Bob Blueſkin a reprieve at the 

Mrs. Fl. Theſe, Mr. Flaw, are but trifling 
affairs; they may be ſettled at ſome other 
tune. 

Flaw, JI am ready, whenever you pleaſe : And 
fo, madam Fleecee'm, I am your moſt humble, 
and very Oh! I had like to have forgot; 
if any thing ſhould happen, that I may not be 
blamed, in futuro, I would adviſe you to take 
care of yourſelf: I overheard Euke Lockup, 
the turnkey, ſay, as you paſſed by in a coach, 
that he had fome notion of having ſeen you 
before, and wanted much ta know where you 
lodged. | 

Mrs. Fl. Luke Lockup? why, how is it 
poſſible he could 

Flaw. I know nothing of that: Foreſeeing, 
Indeed, that ſuch a thing might poſſibly happen, 
I had provided a couple of people to prove tha! 
you were ſhipwreck'd on the Weſtern coait ; iv 
that, though you were returned before your 
time from your travels, it was none of your 

| | fauit; 
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fault ; but that 1s all over now; Mr. Alibi will, 
no doubt, take proper care. 

Mrs. Fl. Nay, as to that, Mr. Flaw, there is 
no man living to whole care I would ſooner 
truſt myſelf than your own; but ſure in this 
affair we have been both cf us rather too quick, 
Let us coolly conſider: J am ſure, I am the 
furtheſt in the world from—— But come; ler 
us know what are your further demands? 

Flaw. I icorn, madam, to take any acvantage? 
As our riſques and labour are eqiia!, an equal 
partition ; that's all. 

Mrs. II. I conſent to the agreement. 

Flaw. Very well. I will prepare a draft ta 
lay before council ; which, when approved, you 
will ſign ? 

Mrs. Fl. Without ſcruple; that being ſettled, 
let us come a little to buſmeſs. What new game 
have you ſprung ? 


out of the country 1s come, 

Mrs. Fl. Father, mother, and ſon ! have you 
ſeen them? 

Flaw. I received their note but this inſtant : 
They have made a little miſtake I believe as ta 
their lodging. 

Mrs. EI. How (©? 

Flay. I advice nem, At their coming ta 

owa 


Flaw. Plenty, plenty; the family 1 expected 
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town to ſtay at one of the Hotels for a week or « 
ten days; inſtead of that, they are got to a ce 
Bagnio. 5 
Mrs. Fl. A Bagnio ? 
Flaw, At the ſign of the Lamb, in Long-Acre, 11 
Mrs. Fl. Nay, for aught I know, that place 
will beſt anſwer our purpoſe. 1 
Flac. I muſt ſtep directly to the Salopian dc 
Coftee-Houte ; Enſign Gaters is to ſend you a H 


hundred for obtaining him a ſtep in his corps, 
Here; I have brought you the complimentary 
cards to put over the chimney, 
[ Grves ber the cards. fa 
Ars. Fl. That's right. Let me ſec :—The 
Duke of —beſt reſpetts—Earl of —Viſcount—Ah, 
ah; very well! Have you prevailed on the 
coachman you mentioned? 4 
law. He has promiſed to parade before your 


: br 
houſe for an hour, after his maſter is ſet down | 
; aft 
at the Cockpit. A couple of ſervants to wait FT 
| . 10 
at the door, as if the great man was above, * 
will be right. Bi 

0 
Enter a Servant. N 6 

i ta 

Serv. A note, Sir, from a perſon below. be 
Flaw. Let us ſee it. [ Reads.] Mr. O' Flan- 
ec nagan's compliments to Mr, Flaw, and as he the 

4 . EE | * * uin o | 

perhaps may not cheaſe to be at home to hum mu 


ce being 
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« being at another body's houſe, begs to know 
« where he may ſee him this evening.” —A 
bagatelle ; ſome trifling affair. 

Mrs. Fl. You had therefore better diſpatch 
him at once. Shew him up. 

Flaw, He brought me a recommendatory 
letter this morning ; but I was in a hurry, and 
deſired him to meet me here about this time. 
Here he 1s. 


Enter Mr. O'Flannagan, 
O' Flan. Mr. Flaw, I am your moſt humble 


ſarvant. Madam, I am yours unknown. 
- Flaw, Well, Mr. O' Flannagan, what are 
your commands with me ? 

O' Flan. Oh, Mr. Flaw, we will poſtpone 
that, if you plaſe: I hope I am a little better 
bred than to mention any thing of my private 
affairs before ladies; their little ears, ſweet 
craturs, ſhould be tickled with nothing bur 
love. 

Flaw. True, true ; but here you may ſuſpend 
your politeneſs a little; for, unleſs I am miſ- 
taken, it is to this lady's good offices you mult 
be oblig'd in your preſent purſuit, 

O Flan. Oh! that indeed alters the caſe, Why 
then, madam, this is my buſineſs at once : You 
muſt underſtand I came over lately from Lime 
. C TICK 1 
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rick; and there, upon my ſoul, all the world 
are gane mad about running beyond fea, in 
ſearch after—I think it is emigrations they call 
them, 

Mrs, Fl. 1 ng heard, indeed, that there has 
been a prodigious deſertion. 

O' Flen. Prodigious! upon my ſoul, madam, 
in a hundred miles riding, I did not meet 
with a human cratur, except ſheep and oxen, 
to tell me the road; and I ſhould have loſt my- 
ſelf again and again, but for the mile-ſtones, 
that are fo kind to anſwer your queſtions with- 
out giving you the trouble to aſk them: And 
ſo, being deſirous to follow my neighbours? ex- 
ample, I have, madam, made bold to come over 
before them. 

Flaw. Right; one would not like to be laſt 
in the chaſe. 

O' Flan, True. Now, madam, as ſome emi- 
grations muſt be better than other ſome, I ſhould 
be glad to be recommended to one of the beſt. 

Flat, Why, that will be no very difficult mat- 
ter. Let me feo! is the collector of the win- 
dow-lichts in Falkland's Iſland diſpoſed of ? 

Mrs. F!. T have not heard that it has been 
given away; but, however, if it ſhould, the ſur- 
veyorſhip of the woods chere i 18 Vacant, I] am 


ſure, * 
Flaw. 


Haw. Indeed? 

O' Flan. And pray, madam, is that a lucra- 
tive place, as to the profit? | 
Ars. Fl. Beſides the ſalary, for perquiſites 
you are to have all the loppings and toppings, 

Flaw. Ay? upon my word, if that can be 
got, you will be a happy man, Mr. O' Flan- 
nagan. 

O' Flan. Without doubt, I.ſhall be in very 
good luck. But pray, madam, what was the 
name of the Falklands ? 

Mrs. Fl. Falkland's Iſland. 

O' Flan. Iſland ! true, true. But, Mr. Flaw, is 
it a place one can go to by land? becaaſe why, 
I am not over-tond of the ſea; coming over 
t'other day from Donechedy, it tumbled and 
jumbled, and rumbled me to ſuch a degree! 
Mrs. FI. Mr. Flaw— 

Flaw. I am afraid it will be difficult. | 

O' Flan. Why then, if it is equally the ſame, 
I ſhould be glad to have an emigration in ſome 
other parts. 

Mrs. Fi. There was a thing that I got yeſter- 
day for a relation of mine, that would have ſuited 
this gentleman, 

O' Flan. Pray, what might that be? 

Mrs. Fl. A tidewaiter's place in the inland 
part of America, 
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O Flan. Inland ! that would juſt do to a T. 

Flaw, Why, you may eafily provide in ſome 
other way for your couſin. 

Mrs. FI. That's true; but then, you know, 
he has put himſelf to ſome expence, in fitting 
himſelf out for the : 

Flaw, Oh! I dare fay Mr. O' Flannagan will 
be glad to reimburſe him. 

O' Flan. That I will; and give him a good 
fpill for his reſignation, into the bargain. 

Mrs. Fl. Well, Sir, if you will call here to- 
morrow, we will try to bring matters to bear; 
and O0 Flan. going. 

Flaw. This will be a damn'd fine thing, if 


you can get it. Hark' ee! a word in your 


ear! if you diſcharge well your duty, you will 
be found in tar and feathers for nothing. 

O Flan. Tar and feathers? and what the 
devil will I do wid them, my dear ? 

Flaw, When properly mixed, they make a 
genteel kind of dreſs, which is ſometimes wore 
in that climate. | 

O Han. Oh! what, I ſuppoſe, a kind of 
tinen, like that at Belfaſt, that the natives male- 
factor themſelves. 

Flaw. True. And they will ſhew you the beſt 
manner to wear it; it is very light, keeps out the 


tain, and ſticks extremely cloſe to the ſkin. 
O' Flan, 


THE OZ EN ERS. «#2 


O' Flan. Indeed! That is very convanient. 
Why, as this place ſeems to ſuit me fo well, 
before I get the nomination, by way of bind- 
ing the bargain, had not I better give ſome 
earneſt beforehand ? 

Flaw. That will be making things ſure, 

O' Flan, Here is a fifty-pound note of La- 
touche's, payable at ſight in a fortnight. 
| Mrs, Fl. Vaſtly well! I ſhall take proper 
care on't. 

O' Flan. I don't doubt it at all. Feathers that 
keep out the rain? they muſt be ducks', to be 
ſure, becaaſe they are uſed to the water : I can't 
help thinking, Mr. Flaw, when I have got on 
the dreſs, how like a gooſe I ſhall look. | Exit. 
Flat. Here is the note. 

Ms. Fl. This was lucky beyond expecta- 
tion! If this goes on, in a little time we ſhall 
grow as rich as a keeper of one of the capital 
clubs. [A rap at the door. 


Enter à Servant. 


Serv. A gentleman below wiſhes to fee Mr. 
Flaw. 

Flaw, What ſort of a perſon ? 

Serv. Vaſt finely dreſs'd, pleaſe your 

Flaw. Oh! I know. Shew him up I- The 


Ifraelite I was telling you of. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fl. What, Mr. Moſes Manaſſes ? 
Flaw. The ſame. 


Enter Moſes Manaſſes. 


Walk in, Mr. Manaſſes ! this, Sir, is the lady, 

Myſes. I vas never fee a more finer vomans 
ſince I vas born. Madam, I vas take de li- 
berty to beg-a your protection upon a littel 
Affairs. | 

Mrs. Fl. Sir, any friend of Mr. Flaw's — 

Moſes. J vas live in de ſheety ; but I have 
great ambition to reſide at de court-end of de 
town. 

Mrs. Fl. City? I could not have imagined 
that a gentleman of your dreſs and addreſs would 
ſubmit to live in the city. 

Moſes. Madam, you vas exceeding, polite, in- 
deed : I always finds de ladies very partial to me; 
I vas have de honour to be choſe laſt veek maiſter 
of de ceremony to de Mile-End aſſembly; and 

Mrs. Alderman herſelf make alvays choice of me 
for de cotilions, | 

Mrs. Fl. I make not the leaſt doubt of your 
great ſucceſs with the ladies. 

Moſes. Oh, madam ! 

Flaw. Mr. Manaſſes, madam, is modeſt : The 


City ? his ſucceſs has not been confined to the 
city; 
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city; many a heart-ach has he given, to men 
of conſequence too, let me tell you, on this ſide 
the Bar. . f ETD 
Moſes. Oh, fy, fy, maiſter Flaw ! 

Flaw, What! don't I know ? did not you 
occaſion the ſeparation between Mrs. Modiſh of 
Marybone and her huſband ? 

Mofes. Oh, fy, fy! a flam, indeed, Mr. 
Flaw. 

Flaw, Pooh! beſides, was not you ſeen dur- 
ing all the laſt ſummer, lounging on horſeback, 
through all the ione Janes about Chelſea and 
Fulham, with. young lady Harrow-heart ? 
 Mofes. All ſcandal, upon my honour. 

Flaw. Zounds ! why, have not I heard the 
young fellows at Betty's, when you have been 
paſſing by with lady Kitty Carmine, in her 
new vis-a-vis, exclaim, Look, look! there 
is Moſes again! dammee, I can't conceive 
* what the ladies can ſce in that pencil-iciling, 
* mongrel Manaſſes! Gad, I fancy he catches 
* women, as people do quails, with his pipe.” 

Moſes. Dat is all ſpite, all malice, on my 
honour | 

Mrs. Fl. Pipe? what, does he ſing? 

Flaw. He? the voice of Squallache, with the 
taſte and manner of Millico. 
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Aloſes fings). 
Ven ſaw you my fader ?. 
„Ven ſaw you my moder ? 


Mrs. Fl. I ee, I ſee : Nay, then, I don't won. 


der, 
Flaw. Beſides all this, maſter Moſes is an ab- 


ſolute Proteus ; 1n every elegance, at the top of 
the tree. 
Mrs. Fl. Indeed? 

Flaw. From his preſent dreſs, you would 
think that all his days were ſpent in a drawing- 


room, 


Mrs. Fl. Without doubt. 

Flaw, But were you to ſee him on the turf, at 
Newmarket, in his Tyburn-topp'd wig, tight 
boots, and round hat, you would ſwear he 
had never handled any thing but a curry- 
comb ſince he was born, Why, he has rid 
matches. 

Mrs. Fl. Really? 

Flaw. Many. 
Moſes. No, madam; but vone, on my vord; 
a match with Lord Billy Booty: I vas firſt, 
hard in hand on a canter ; my Lord came fide 
by ſide, give a little bit of chuck vid de elbow, 
and pop me plump into de ditch of de Devil; 
and de people all hollow 


Mrs, 


—_ © . 0a _ ak i a... - a 


THE COZ EN ERS. tm 


Mrs. Fl. Brutes | very unlucky indeed. But 
pray, Mr. Manaſſes, how can I ſerve you? I 
ſhould be happy to—— 

Maſes. Why, madam, in vone vord—1 ſhould 
be glad to be as well wid de gentlemen as Mr. 
Flaw ſay I be wid de ladies; and if, by your 
aſſiſtance, I could get into de Boodles, de Al- 
macks, or vone of de clubs 

Mrs. Fl. Bleſs me! is it poſſible that you are 
not a member ? 

Moſes. I vas often put up; but dey always 
give me de black ball. 

Mrs. Fl. Bleſs me! what can be the mean- 
ing of that? 

Moſes. I don't know; perhaps my religion 
was de objection. 

Mrs. Fl. I ſhould hardly think them fo 
ſqueamiſh as that: The dice are indeed often 
call'd Doctors; but, by the large evacuation 
they cauſe, I ſhould rather think them gradu- 
ates of phyſic, than of divinity : No, no; that 
can't be the caſe. Let me ſee l perhaps you 
have had dealings with ſome of the club, 

Moſes, Ves; I have de little annuity. 

Mrs. Fl. Oh ho!—ſo you have been ad- 
mitted into the Jeruſalem-Chamber ? 

Moſes. Yes, yes, very often, 
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Mrs. Fl. Oh |! then the buſineſs is out; there 
then is the reaſon at once. 

Moſes, How? 
s Mrs. Fl. Some of the parties, I ſuppoſe, flow 
in their payments ? 

Flaw, And there is nothing thoſe gentlemen 
dread ſo much as meeting a dun there. 

Mrs. Fl. But I dare ſay Mr. Manaſſes, at 
ſuch a place, would be above dropping a hint. 

Moſes. Oh, fy! madam, upon no account. 

Mrs. Fl. Very well! why then, I may ven- 
ture to aſſure them as much? 

Meſes. Sure, vidout doubt. 

Flaw. But, however, madam, tho' ſome of 
the old dons ſhould be crulty 

Mrs, Fl. To be ſure, means might be uſed to 
get over that bar, 

Flaw. Eaſy enough, I ſhould think. 

Mrs, Fl. Let us ſee! ſtuffing the negative 
ſide of the box, that the black balls cannot 
deſcend. | 

Flaw, Or advancing or retarding the clock, 

Mrs. FI, True; but then the waiters ſhould 
be properly ſpoke to. 

Flaw. Oh, I dare ſay Mr. Manaſſes does not 
mind, upon ſuch an occaſion, 

Maſes. Oh, not at all; I am ready to part 
vid de money. 


Flaw, 


ha 
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Flaw. I dare ſay. Why, do you conſider that 
a ſeat there, as Mr. Manaſſes can manage —— 

Mrs. FI. May turn out better for him, per- 
haps, than a borough. | 

Maſes. Den I may rely upon you, madam ? 

Mrs, Fl. Give yourſelf no further trouble 
about it. 

Aces, 1 have de honor, ma'am— [goixg. 

Mic. Fl. But ſhould not Manaſſes make a 
depoſit? [ Apart to Flaw, 

Flaw. To beſare.—Mr. Manaſles ! well, Sir, 
J wiſh you joy, Sir: What, we are to have a 
lottery, I find? 

Moſes. Dat is all fixed; dere is no danger of 
dat, I think, madam, dere is no finer ſight can 
be, dan to ſee de lottery-lanthorns hang up in 
de ſtreets, vid large red letters, write on all ſides ; 
it is ſo noble! 

Mrs. #1. An elegant ornament, it muſt be 
confeſs'd, to a capital city: Beſides, if the 
paſſion for play cannot be fſupprels'd, all that 
human wiſdom can do, is to turn private vices 
to the uſe of the public. 

Moſes. True, true. 

Flaty. I ſuppoſe you are an adventurer, 

Moſes. Ay, ay; | have my ſhare, to be ſure. 

Flaw. Mrs. Fleece'em was ſaying, that ſhe 


had ſome thoughts of trying her fortune. 
D 2 Moſes. 
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Moſes. By all means; 1 wiſh her much luck! F 
Flaw, It you ſhould have any tickets about ſuc 
you 3 
Moſes. Perhaps de lady may have de fancy to anc 
de particular number. 
Flaw. No, no; we are not ſuperſtitious as to 
the number; it is the numbers we wiſh to get tur 
at. not 
Meſes. Dere 1s, madam, a couple de ſheets : 
Would you give de drait on de banker ? dey | 
are at preſent muſh above par. Let me ce ! : 
Flaw. Oh, as to the price, we don't trouble abl 
our heads about that; we will ſettle that ſome 
other time; make a deduction, you know, for but 


what madam beſtows upon the waiters, 

Moſes. True, true | Well, madam, your mo: 
humble! you may tell de club dat I ſhall make 
de very good member; for now and den I love 
to play a little myſelf, 

Mrs. Fl. You do? 

Moſes. Yes; to let de caſter at hazard; and 
hold de Pharoh-bank wid de cards, 

Flaw. Be cautious, or you may meet with your 
match. | 

Meſes. Never fear! ven [ vas play, I always 
do keep myſelf up for de purpoſe, like de fight- 
ing cock, or de horſe. 


Mrs, F.. 


Mrs. Fl. Very right; for intemperance upon 
ſuch an occaſion | 

Moſes. It would be de devil, as I eats ſo little, 
and drinks nothing at all. 

Flaw, No? 

Moſes. No, never at cards; de claret would 
turn all topſy-turvey : no, no, I muſt take care 
not to drown Pharoh again in de Red Sca. 

[ Exit Manaſſes. 


Flaw. and Fl. Ha, ha, ha 

Mrs. Fl. Oh! have you advertiſed an honour. 
able ſeat to be fold? 

Flaw, I never negle& buſineſs, you know; 
but the perpetuating this damn'd bribery-act 
has thrown ſuch a rub in our way 

Mrs, El. New as, like new brooms, make 
2 little buſtle at firſt; but the dirt will re- 
turn, never fear. What, have no offers been 
made ? | 

Flaw. A ſhort note from a broker, who 
hopp'd out of the Alley, into a good eſtate in the 
North. By the firſt ſhips I expect ſome good 
ſubjects from the ſiege of Tanjore. 

Mrs. Fl. A ſure importation of candidates; they 
come in good time, for in ſuch a country as this, 
what ſignifies caſh without conſequence ? 

Flaw, True; which in order to get, what they 
acquire by conquelt they expend in corruption. 


Arg. 
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Mrs. FI. Whilſt perhaps a borough, pretty 
warmly conteſted, compels the unhappy hero to 
make a ſecond trip tothe Eaſt,—| Knocking.] Who 
can that be ? 

Flaw. Had not I better withdraw ? 
Mrs. Fl. Firlt, fee who it is. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Mrs. Simony, madam, below in a 
chair. 
Flaw. Shew her up, by all means. 

Mrs. Fl. Simony ? 

 Hlaw. The Doctor's lady, about the living, 
you know. 
Mrs. Fl. I remember; but I thought the Doc- 
tor himſelf a 
| Hlaw. A late miſtake has made him a little 
cautious at preſent. 

Mrs. Fl. A burnt child dreads the—gBut, 
pray, what kind of a woman is 
Flaw, An abſolute goſſip: Your ſhare in the 
ſcene will be ſhort : Let her run on; ſhe neither 
expects, nor deſires a reply. Here ſhe 1s. 


Enter Mrs. Simony. 


Ag. Sim. Madam, I am your obedient, and 


very devoted! Mr, Flaw, I am entirely yours! ten 
thouſand 


thou 
diſh. 
Lur 
time 
five 

twel! 
Ken! 
the 1 
ſcum 
our! 
ed or 
are f 
am a 
lides, 
know 
buſin 
frienc 


id 
en 
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thouſand pardons for waiting upon you in this 
diſhabille ! but I ſtay'd ſo late laſt night at lady 
Lurch'em's aſſembly, that I have had but juſt 
time to huddle on my things ; and now I have not 
five minutes to ſpare, as I promis'd preciſely at 
twelve to call on lady Frolic, to take a turn in 
Kenlington-Gardens, to ſee both the exhibitions, 
the ſtain'd glaſs, dwarf, giant, and Cox's Mu- 
ſum. Mr. Flaw, I preſume, has mentioned 
our little affair. The Doctor would have wait- 
ed on you himſelf; but men bum, and ba, and 
are ſo roundabout, aukward, and ſhy! now I 
im always for coming plump to the point : Be- 
ſides, women beſt underſtand one another, you 
know. But, as I was ſaying, the patron of the 
buſineſs in queſtion is, as we underſtand, a near 
friend and relation of yours, 

Mrs. FI. Madam, I ſhall be happy to—— 

Mrs. Sim. Your patience, madam ! for I have 
not a moment to ſpare. Now, as it cannot be 
ſuppoſed that ſome people ſhould do favours 
for other people, with which people thoſe peo- 
ple are not acquainted, | am ready to advance 
for the Doctor knows nothing about it. 

Mrs. Fl. How, madam ? I underſtood 

Mrs. Sim. The Doctor? not he, I aſſure you, 
madam; entirely ignorant, in every reſpect : 
Now, if ſuch a favour can be obtain'd, I am 

ready 
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ready to depoſit, as Mr. Flaw has doubtleſs in. 
formed you 


Mrs. Fl. Why, I can't ſay, e but it is . 
very handſome. 8 
Mr. Sim. Nay, madam, the party will loſe N 
no credit by doing what is deſired: The Doc- N 


tor's powers are pretty well known about town; 
not a more populous preacher within the ſound 
of Bow-bell; I don't mean for the mobility 
only; thoſe every canting fellow can catch; 
the beſt people of faſhion ar'n't aſhamed to fol- 
low my Doctor: Not one, madam, of the hum- 
drum, drawling, long-winded tribe; he never 
crams congregations, gives them more than they 
can carry away; not above ten or twelve mi. 
nutes at moſt, 

Mrs. Fl. Indeed? 

Mrs. Sim. Even the dowager-ducheſs of 
Drowſy was never known to nod at my Doctor; 
and then he doeſn't pore, with his eyes cloſe to 
the book, like a clerk that reads the firſt leſſon; 
not he! but all extemporary, madam ; with 4 
cambrick handkerchief in one hand, and a dia- 
mond ring on the other: And then he waves 
this way, and that way; and he curtſies, and 
he bows, and he bounces, that all the people 
are ready to But then his wig, madam: 


1 am ſure you muſt admire his dear wig; nd 
with 
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with the buſhy, brown buckles, dangling and 
dropping, like a Newfoundland ſpaniel ; but 
ſhort, rounded off at the ear, to ſhew his plump 
cherry cheeks ; white as a curd, feather-topped, 
and the curls as cloſe as a cauliflower, 

Mrs. Fl. Why really, madam — 

Mrs. Sim. Then, my Doctor is none of your 
ſciſmatics, madam; believes in the whole 
thirty- nine; and ſo he would, if there were 
nine times as many. 

Mrs, Fl. Very obedient, 

Mrs. Sim, Obedient! As humble and meek as a 
curate ; does duly his duties; never ſcruples to 
bury, though it be but a tradeſman—unleſs, 
indeed, he happens to be better engaged, 

Mrs. Fl. Why, with all theſe good qualities, 
I ſhould think our ſucceſs muſt be certain. 

Mrs. Sim. With your aſſiſtance, madam, I 
have not the leaft doubt in the world : So, 
madam, begging your pardon for having in- 
truded ſo long, I leave Mr. Flaw and you to 
confer on the ſubject. Not a ſtep, I beſeech 
you. Lord bleſs me! I had like to have forgot: 
My memory, as the Doctor ſays, is ſo very te- 
nacious, that it is not one time in twenty I can 
remember the text, Beſides all I have ſaid, my 
Doctor, madam, poſſeſſes a pretty little poetical 

1 | vein: 


een. 


vein: I have brought you here alittle hymn in 
my pocket. 

Mrs. Fl. Madam, you are very 

Mrs. Sim. Of which the Doctor deſires your 
opinion. 

Mrs. Fl. Hymn? then the Doctor ſings, 1 
preſume. 
Mrs. Sin. Not a better pipe at the playhouſe ; 
he has been long notorious for that : Then he 
is as chearful, and has ſuch a choice collection 
of ſongs! why, he is conſtantly aſked at the 
great city-feaſts; and does, I verily believe, 
more in-door chriſtnings than any three of the 
cloth. But this compoſition, madam, is of a 
different kind: It is but ſhort ; but if the party, 
your worthy friend and relation, ſhould happen 
to like the manner of writing, he has a much 
longer one for his immediate peruſal. —Madam, 
I am your obſequious, and very devoted—— 
Not a ſtep, my good Mr. Flaw ! my chairmen 
are, you know, in waiting. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Fl. A hymn? what the deuce can the 
woman mean by a hymn ? Let me ſee !—< Pro- 
© miſe to pay to the bearer one hundred pounds, 
ce for the governor and company! Ay, marry, 
this is coming plump to the buſine/s : No man 
can deny, Mr. Flaw, but theſe lines are ſterling. 


if 


pr 
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If the Doctor's proſe is as good as his poetry, 
I don't wonder he has ſo many admirers. But 
when ſhall I ſee you? 

Flaw. Immediately after I have paid my 
provincials a viſit. 

Mrs. Fl, Oh, then I may have time to execute 
a little ſcheme of my own. 

Flaw, Of what kind? 

Mrs. Fl. One that will turn out both pleaſant 
and profitable: You know the prim mercer, not 
far from St. Paul's ? 

Flaw, What, young Prig, that preſents you 
an eternal attitude to all hacks of the city, and 
ſtands in {tiff buckle before his o] ſhop, like 
a Fen ? 

Mrs, Fl. Even he. | 

Flacv. The fellow is a fop, to be ſure; but 
you will not find it an eaſy matter to gull him; 
the coxcomb is ſuſpicious and guarded, 

Mrs, Fl. Againſt a common contrivance, 
perhaps ; otherwiſe he would be no object for 
one of my original genius. Beſides, there is a 
neceſſity for ſome new ſilks to grace my niece's 
nuptials, you know, | 

Flaw. True, true ; Well, ſucceſs attend you! 

[ Exit. 


Mrs, Fl. Be in no pain about me. Who's 
there ? 
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Enter a Servant. | 


Order the carriage to the door; and do you and 
the coachman put on your beſt liveries. 
Serv. Yes, madam. 

Mrs. Fl. And, do you hear, John? if they 
ſhould be inquiſitive, where I ſtop, as to my 
place of abode, give em no information: TI 
ſhould be ſorry to have it known, that one of 
my rank and fortune was pent up in a paltry 
lodging, | 

Serv. Your ladyſhip need be under no fears. 

Ars. Fl. If, at coming from the mercer's, 
where I ſhall go firſt, the maſter of the ſhop 
ſhould- get into the coach, drive to doctor 
Hellebore's, who you know is famous for 

/ curing of mad folks; the third door to the lett 
in Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

Serv. I ſhall give the coachman directions. 

Mrs. Fl. And, John! if any body ſhould call 
in my abſence, let them know that I am gone, 
with the counteſs of Carnaby, to ſee the prepara- 
tions for the great trial in Weſtminſter-Hall. 


Serv. Mighty well, madam. [ Exit, FI 
Mrs. Fl, That fellow has uncommon talents, an + 
for one of his ſtation : What a matchleſs porter p 
would he make ta a great miniſter ! for he lies tow 
tike an attorney, and his muſcles are as ſteady = 

nl 


as thoſe of his maſter, [ Exit. 
| ; & C1 
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ACT 1, SCENE l. 


* W = . —_ 


A Bagnio, Enter Flaw followed by Tom, 


Flaw, 1 

AVE not you a family here, that came ö 

lately out of the country? 1 
Tom. I ſuppoſe you mean, Sir, Mr. Aircaſtle. 

Flaw. I do; is the gentleman within? ol 

Tom. In the back dining-room, up one pair of | 

ſtairs, | 4 

Flaw. Will you let him know there is a perſon 
wiſhes to ſce him? If he wants to know my . 
name 

Tom. I can tell him. 

Flaw. Ay? why, have we been ever acquainted? 

Tom. What! have you forgot Tom, maſter 
Flaw, at the Crown and Rolls in Chancery-Lane? 

Flaw. I recollect. But I thought, by this 
time, you had ſet up for yourſelf: You ſeemed 
in a very good way. 

Tom. Pretty well, maſter, for that part of the 
town : Burt, Lord, Sir, the penurious pence of the 
lawyers won't do for us, who are the ſuperior 
knights of the napkin, after poring an hour over 
| | 1 
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a ſix and eight- penny bill, © Here, Tom, give us 

change! and mind, there is a groat for yourſelf :” 

How was it poſſible to ſupport a girl and a gelding 

upon ſuch a two-penny tax ? 1t could not be, 
Jaw. That is true, indeed. 

Tom. No, no. So, dipping pretty deeply in 
debt, I got a friendly commiſſion of bankruptcy 
to diſcharge my old ſcores, and removed to this 
end of the town. 

Flaw. Where you thrive, without doubt. 

Tom. To give you a ſample—lIt was but laſt 
night, Sir Ralph Riot moved, that every man in 
the club ſhould givethe waiter two guineas a- picce, 
juft by way of ſurpriſing the raſcal, 

Flaw. And it was carried ? 

Tom. Oh, nem. con. —the members never flinch 
at a frolic, 

Flaw, I wiſh you joy of your ſtation !—But 
pray, by what accident came the family above to 
your houſe ? There muſt have been ſome miſtake 
in the matter; for they are people of very good 
reputation. | 

Tom. I ean't gueſs. Only that the town is thin, 
and buſineſs begins to grow dead, we ſhould hardly 
have gwen them admittance ; they are a ſtrange 
unaccountabletribe: Pray who the deuce are they? 

Flaw. A reſpectable family, from the county of 
Wilts, with a very good landed eſtate, I aſſure you, 


Tom. 


err I 


Tom. On which, I ſuppoſe, the *ſquire con- 


deſcends to kill his own meat; and madam, his 
lady, to dreſs it: Then it is one eternal wrangle 
between them, conducted in a language pretty 
near as coarſe as their carter's. 

Flaw. They have been bred in a ſtate of Nature, 
Tom, 

Tom. The huſband, for once or twice, is enter- 
taining enough : He ſets out to inform you in a 
moſt material point, as he thinks, which he for- 
ſakes in an inſtant to follow ſome other circum- 
ſtance, not material at all; this he ſoon quits for 
another, and ſoon for another, if you will give him 
attention. He puts me in mind of a pack of 
hounds in a hare-warren ; by eternally ſhifting the 
game, the purſuit never ends. 

Flaw. You have him, Tom; Mr, Aircaſtle is, 
I own, very prolix and digreſſive. 

Tom, Unleſs I am miſtaken, the ſon has an old 
acquaintance here in the houſe, 

Flaw, Ay? 

Tom. Miſs Betſy Bloſſom, one of our ladies, who 
comes, I fancy, from their part of the world: She 
wiſhes to avoid the father and mother, but hints 
that ſhe has good reaſon to remember the ſon, 

Flaw. Nee ſo. | 

Tom. Madam the mother too, who is ſtill a jolly 
briſk dame, ſeems determined to make the moſt of 
her time. 

Flaw, 
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Flaw. How ſo? 

Tom. She has diſpatched, this morning, a billet 
to Col. Gorget, an old maſter of mine. 

Flaw. If they are at preſent alone, you will be 
ſo kind to announce me. 

Tom. Thole ſtairs lead to their door; there is 
no occaſion for a maſter of the ceremonies. 

| | Exit Flaw, 

Miſs ! Miſs Betſy ! 


Enter Betſy. 


Well; have you encountered your Corydon? 
Betſy. No; I have carefully kept myſelf out 
of his way. 
Tom. Then now throw yourſelf into it, as ſoon 
as you can; for, unleſs you prevent it, I can fore- 
ſee a deſign to diſpoſe of him in a very different 
manner. | 
Betſy. In the interim, I could wiſh to have him 
all ro myſelf ; no danger of an interruption from 
the father and mother, 5 
Tom. Watch then when they are out of the 
way. But remember you run no riſque in over- 
acting your part; treat him with a large diſh of 
_ daggers, death, and deſpair. 
etſy. Never fear; I know how to proportion 
OE OT Ne RED 
Tom. Are you prepared with the two verſes l 
gave you ? 
Bes. 
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Betſy. Yes, yes; and I warrant will thunder 
them with good effect in his ears. 


Tom. Succeſs attend you, my girl! [ Exeunt, 


Scene changes to another room. 


Mr. and Mrs, Aircaſtle diſcovered. 


Air. Well, well, mark the end on't! this will 
turn out like all the reſt of your projects. 

Mrs. Air. Bleſs me, Mr. Aircaſtle, will you 
never give over your grumblings? I thought I had 
convinced you, before you left home, that Lon- 
don was the only ſpot for people to thrive in. 

Air. Convinced me ? Did not I tell you what 
parſon Prunelloſaid—I remember Mrs. Lightfoot 
was by—ſhe had been brought to- bed, that day 


was a month, of a very fine boy—a bad birth; 


for Doctor Seeton, who ſerved his time with 
Luke Lancet of Guiſe's there was a talk about 
him and Nancy the daughter—ſhe afterwards 
married Will Whitlow, another apprentice, who 
had great expectations from an old uncle in the 
Grenades; but he left all to a diſtant relation, 
Kit Cable, a midſhipman aboard the Torbay— 
ſhe was loſt, coming home, in the Channel the 
captain was taken up by a coaſter from Rye, 
loaded with cheeſe 
Mrs. Air, Mercy upon me, Mr, Aircaſtle, as 

| F what 
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what a rate you run on! What has all this tg 
do with our coming to London ? 

Air. Why, I was going to tell you; but you 
will never have patience ! 

Mrs. Air. More than ever woman poſſeſſed, 
Would you, I ſay, be contented to ſpring, grow, 
and decay, in the famie country ſpot, like a 
cabbage ? 

Air. Yes; provided I left behind me ſome 
promiſing ſprouts, 

Mrs. Air. What! have you no ambition ? no 
foul? could you be eaſy to ſtand ſtock-ſtil}, 
whilſt your neighbours are advancing all round 
you ? Cottagers are become farmers; farmers 
are made juſtices; and folks that travelled 
bareſoot to London, roll down again in their 
coaches and chariots ; but ſtill we ſtick ! 

Air. Whar then? For, as counſellor Crab 
faid at the aſſizes he came down to plead for 
Ned Nick'em, who won at Bath a large ſum of 
Lord Luckleſs—the principal witneſs was 
Chriſtopher Cogg'em—who was condemned to 
the pillory ; but ſaved by Phil Fang the attor- 
ney—who—— | 
Mrs. Air. What matters what any body aid ? 
but you are always flying from the 

Air. Why, what a pox would the woman be 
2t?—Ha'n't I lopp'd off a handſome limb of 

my 
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my land to put your hopeful project in 
practice? 


Mrs. Air. Well; and muſt not every body 


who ventures in the lottery of life firſt pay for - 


his ticket ? 

Air. I believe Toby will hardly thank me 
for going into the wheel. 

Mrs. Air. No; I ſuppoſe he would rather 
ſtay at home, and marry Bet Bloſſom : A pretty 
alliance he had like to have given us! 

Air. But you know I drove the girl out of 
the pariſh, 

Mrs. Air. Are there none of the ſame ſtamp 
left behind ? 

Air. Well, well, here we are, and what's ta 
be done ? 

Mrs. Air. Our firſt buſineſs 1s to get Toby 
diſpoſed of ; upon your head, we will confulr 
Mr. Flaw; as to my affairs, leave me to myſelf, 

Air. And as for Toby, the beſt method, 
you think, will be—— 

Mrs. Air. To advertiſe the boy, to be ſure. 

Air. Do you think fo? Advertiſe Toby? I 
was once told by Tom Type, a printer of ons 
of the papers —he was tried for a libel before 
Sir Philip Flogg'em, at the Old-Bailey—iwa 
of the jury died that ſeſſions of the diſtemper— 
doctor Drybones recommended vinegar by way 
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of prevention the Doctor wore the ſtrangeſt 
black wigs ! they were made by Ben Block'em, 
of Bow-Street -I dined with him once, when he 
was churchwarden, upan two baſtard children— 
we had a haunch of veniſon—the venifon wag 
over-roaſted, and ſtunk—but doctor Dewlap 
twiſted down ſuch obs of far 

Mrs. Air. But what is all this to the purpoſe ? 

Air. I was going to tell you, if you would 
but liſten a bit! 

Mrs. Air. What did Type ſay ? 

Air, That he neyer knew any good come of 
that kind of 

Mrs. Air. Then Type was a fool ! don't we 
ſce by the news, that there is no other way 
pf making matches in London ? 

Air. Well, well—you know beſt, to be ſure, 


Mrs. Air. Here the advertiſement is; I have 


penned it myſelf, 


Air. You penned it? Damn me, if ſhe can 


ſpell a fingle ſyllable of the language 


Mrs. Air. Call the boy in; and obſerve, Mr. 


Aircaſtle, if he correſponds with the marks. 


Air. Toby! Calling. 


Enter Toby. 


Lord, irs. Aircaſtle, how you have altered 


the boy! why, his face is as long as a fiddle- 
ſtick | 
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ſtick! and then he has a bundle at his back, as 
big as a child ! 

Mrs. Air. Pray, Mr. Aircaſtle, mind your 
own bulineſs, I beg! would you have him drefled 
like yourſelf, in a ſuit of cloaths made thirty 
years ago, when you were ſheriff {or the county? 
Toby, ſtand forth! * Wanted, for a young 
te gentleman of an ancient family, and agree- 
te able perſon” — Toby, hold up your head! 

Toby. I does, mother, I does. 

Air. It is impoſſible, my dear, the boy ſhould 
ever walk in that manner; why, he will run 
againſt every body he meets. Toby, do you 
think you can itep without ſtumbling ? 

Toby. Not in the ſtregts; but croſs a room 
pretty well, I believe. 

Mes. Air. Mr. Aircaſtle, have you no idea 
of grace? Shoulders back, Toby; and cheſt a 
little more out ! 

Air. Now, child, look at his elbows! you 
have pinioned him down like a pickpocket. 

Mrs. Air. Grace, Mr. Aircaſtle, grace. 

Air. Grace? he has neither grace, nor greaſe ; 
his breaſt-bone ſticks out like a turkey's. 

Mrs. Air. Nothing but grace! I wiſh you 
would read ſome late Poſthumous Letters; you 
would then know the true value of grace: Do 
you know that the only way for a young man 
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to thrive in the world, is to get a large diſh of 
hypocriſy, well garniſhed with grace, an apree- 
able perſon, and a clear patrimonial effate ?— 
A wife with a very large portion: If the for- 
* tune anſwers, proper allowance will be made 
* for perſon and mind. The party, and his 
d rent-roll, may be ſeen at the Lamb in Long- 
* Acre, every hour of the day.” 

Air. Why, this will bring the whole town to 
the houſe. 

Mrs. Air. That is juſt what I intend; the more 
bidders, the better. 


Enter Tom and Flaw. 


Tom. Mr. Flaw. [ Ex7, 

Flaw.Good folks, you are welcome to London! 

Air. Ay, here we are, Mr. Flaw; here's Toby 
£00. 

Toby. Yes, here T am, Mr. Flaw. 

Flaw. Bleſs me! what a change! I ſhould 
ſcarce have known him. 
Toby. Yes, I ſuppoſe I am pretty much altered, 
being garniſhed with grace. 

Air. Ay; a grace, [I believe, that will tempt 
nobody to taite of the diſh. 

Mrs. Air. Never mind him, Mr, Flaw ; he is 
a deſponding creature, you know. But, as a 
proof that we have not been idle, here is the 


firſt fruits of my labour, 
* 5 ac 
Sad 
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Flaw. What is it? 

Ars. Air. An advertiſement to procure a 
partner for Toby. 

Haw. A partner? 

Mrs. Air. Ay, a wife, with a ſuitable fortune 

Flaw. 1 hope it 1s not ſent to the papers, 

Toby. What, the notice where I am to be 
feen? here it is in my hand. 

Mrs. Air. Give it me; and go you out, and 
walt till you are wanted: And don't liſten! 
d'ye hear? And, Toby, be mindful of grace! 
and, d'ye hear? don't laugh! you may grin, 
indeed, to ſhew your teeth, and your manners. 

Toby. Will that do ? 

Mrs. Air. Pretty weil, for the firſt time. 

Exit Toby. 

Flaw. Bleſs me, madam! how could ſuch à 

thought 
Mes. Air. Don't we every day ee ſuch things 
in the news? 

Flaw. Ay, from an old maid in deſpair, a 
broken millener, or a tottering tobacconilt. 

Air. ] told her ſo, Mr. Flaw: Zounds, ſays 
I, you treat the boy as if he was a white bear, 
or an oftrich—though it is quite a miſtake, Mr, 
Flaw, that thoſe creatures eat iron: I ſaw one 
once at the Checquer at Saliſbury—the keeper's 


name was Eyan Themas, a Welſhman—he had 
bdut 


but one hand—he loſt the other, endeavourinq 
to ſteal a piece of cheeſe out of a rat tra the 
trap went down; and 

Mrs. Air. Did ever mortal ſee ſuch a man? 

Air. And, zounds, why muit not I ſpeak ? 
ſhe likes to liſten to no ſounds but her own ; 
but I will be heard; and 

Mrs. Air. And ſo you ſhall, when you talk 
to the purpoſe. 

Air. Purpoſe, madam? Damn it, I would 
have you to know —— 

Flaw. Oh, ty, fy, good people! curb your 
cholers a little : Conſider you are not now in 
the country. 

Air. Well, well, T am calm. 

Flaw. Then, to return to our buſineſs : Be- 
ſides, my good madam, I had provided a match 
that would have completed all our matters at 
once. 

Mrs. Air. How? 

Flaw. A lady, an acquaintance of mine, lately 
arrived with her niece from the Indies 

Mrs. Air. And rich? 

Flaw, Enough to purchaſe the ſceptre of 
Poland. 

Air. How! 


Flaw, Ay, even before his very good neigh- 


bours had brought that monarchy down to a 
manor, 


Air. 
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Air. And pray, as to the party? 

Flaw. Fleece em is the name of the aunt; 
not much indebted to fortune; but whoever is 
happy enough to marry the niece, won't ſcruple, 
I dare ſay, to procure her a proper proviſion. 

Mrs. Air. The moſt reaſonable thing in the 
world. 

Flaw. I ventured to promiſe as much. 

Mrs. Air. Then you have hinted the buſineſs? 

Flaw. As good as concluded. As marriage- 
bonds are illegal, it will be right to make a 
depoſit before the ſolemnization. 

Mrs. Air. To be ſure. Now, Mr. Aircaſtle, 
I hope I was right; for ſeeing a little caſh 
might promote our deſigns, I got him to ſell 
Sycamore-farm, and we have brought the 
money to town. 

Flaw. How much might the—— 

Mrs. Air. Five thouſand. 

Flaw. But, with a few diamonds, for which 
| will get you credit 

Mrs. Air. By all means. When ſhould we 
wait on the young lady ? 

Flaw. This very morning; we cannot be too 
quick; ſome of the young blades about town 
begin to have an inkling, I fear; I obſerve them 
throw their eyes up to the windows. 

Mrs. Air. Without doubt, Mr. Aircaſtle, 
8 you 
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you will go out to the ſhops, and provide Toby 
with a new Beckford-hat and a couteau du chaſle ? 

Flaw. And purchaſe at the ſame time ſome 
preſents for the young lady. 

Mrs. Air. The firſt time? 

Flaw. Always the rule in the Eaſt ; you never 
approach a ſuperior without a ſuitable preſent. 

Mrs. Air. No? 

Air. No? why, fool, that is the way the 
Nabobs have got all their wealth—I knew one 
of them once; and, if he had not been ſo rich, 
really a good fort of a—he was inoculated for 
the ſmall-pox, by one of the Suttons, at the 
great houſe by Hyde-Park—the builder of it 
got into the Bench, and was afterwards cleared 


by an act of infolvency—though Tom Jenkins, 
one of his creditors 


Mrs. Air. You ſee Lord bleſs me now, Mr. 
Aircaſtle, how can you, when we have not a 
moment to loſe Go, go out with the boy, 1 
beſeech you ! 

Air. Well, well, well ! [ Gome. 

Flaw, I'll run before, and prepare Mrs. 
Fleece'em. 

Mrs. Air. By all manner of means. 

Air. Pray, is not the toy-ſhop at the end of 
the ſtreet, kept by the ſon of—I remember | 
met the father once at Newmarket—he was in 

a one- 


1-S-E COZEN'E RS. 43 


a one-horſe chaiſe, made by Varniſh here in 
Long-Acre—who built a ſtate-coach for the 
Empreſs of Ruſſia—he was recommended by 
Lord—I can't think of his name—who was 
choſen one of the ſixteen for the kingdom of — 
Mrs. Air. Take him with you, dear Mr, Flaw! 
Flaw. Come, Sir, I will ſhew you the ſhop. 
[ Exeunt Aircaſtle and Flaw, 
Mrs. Air. So! having provided for Toby, 
] am at leiſure to attend to my own private 
concerns. Who's there? 


Enter Maid-Servant, 


Bid the Waiter come up! [ Exit Maid. 
If colonel Gorget anſwers my letter in the way 
expect, it will prove a pretty good beginning: 
The colonel, I make no doubt, knows the ways 
of the world, and will ſoon take the hint: He 
was vaſtly ſtruck with me during the races ; 
and I don't fee why I have not as good a right 
to profit by my perſon, as I am told ſome ladies 
do, who live in this —- 


Enter Waiter. 


Well, Sir, what return to my letter ? 
Waiter. The colonel, madam, will obey your 
eommands. | 


G 2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Air. Very well! when he comes, ſhew 
him into the next room. [ Exeunt, 


* Another Room in the Bagnio, 


Enter Colonel Gorget, reading a letter, 


Gorget. Bravo, bravo, my ſweet country ac- 
quaintance ! this is a rendezvous, with a witneſs, 
Let me fee! Um, um, um! * Unexpectedly 
*« brought by buſineſs to town—no time to 
make a proper proviſion—accommodate me 
« with Five Hundred Guineas”—accommodate! 
an apt phraſe, and a pretty ſum too; but how 
the deuce could the woman ſuppoſe that I was 
able to advance ſuch a ſum? Um, um !—© Not 
tc prove ungrateful Elizabeth“ Oh, ho! now 
I begin to conceive. Stay! who have we here? 
Zooks ! the huſband himſelf. 


Enter Aircaſile. 


Air. What, colonel Gorget ! 
Gorget. Mr, Aircaſtle, I am happy to ſee you! 


But what important buſineſs can have brought 
you to London ? 


Air. Some family affairs, and to lay our a 
pretty large ſum, which I lately got for a parccl 
of land. But is this viſit intended to me? 

Gorget. No; I was quite a ſtranger to you! 

being 
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being in town. A lady in the houſe, that I lately 


knew ein the country 

Air. What, from our part of che world? 

Gorget. No, no; but a deviliſh fine woman: 
Laſt ſummer ſome little gallantries paſt between 
us below. | 

Air. Ay, ay; you officers play the very deuce 
when you come down into the country, I re- 
member enſign Saſh, about ten years ago—his 
father came from Barbadoes—I met him at 
Treacle's, the great ſugar-baker's, who had a 
houſe in St. Mary-Axe—he took the leaſe from 
alderman Gingham, who ſerved ſheriff with 
deputy—there was tight work on the huſtings— 

Gorget. Oh, the devil! he runs on at the old 
rate. But we forget the lady. 

Air. Oh, ay; * Gallantry with her below;“ 
which I ſuppoſe you have finiſhed above. 

Gorget. No, faith, not entirely, my friend; but 
I think we are in a fair way. 

Air. Ay? 

Gorget. The garriſon has offered to ſurrender. 


Air, Then what prevented you from taking 
poſſeſſion ? 


Gorget. The governor, as uſual, inſiſts on a 
bribe, which 1t was not immediately in my power 
to pay —— 

Air. Damn thoſe governors I- why, there was 

the 


reer 


the governor of Bergen- op- zoom, in the laft 


War 

Gorget. But hear me II was juſt ſtepping 
home to provide the credentials; but, however, 
this lucky meeting will, I flatter myſelf, put an 
end to my journey. 

Air. As how? 

Gorget. If you will ſupply me with the ſum 
till evening, I ſhall cloſe the bargain without 
quitting the houſe. 

Air. How much ? 

Gorget. Five hundred guineas. 

Air. Five hundred guineas ? what a cormo- 
rant the woman muſt be 

Gorget. Not at all, when her huſband is rich, 
and ſhe 1s above accepting a trifle, 

Air. Now, I ſhould have thought that would 
have made her more reaſonable. 

Gorget. Quite the reverſe; why, did you ever 
know a wealthy courtier accept of a moderate 
penſion ? 

Air. That, indeed—But are you really ſe- 
rious? 

Corget. So ſerious, that if you will lend me 
the money 

Air. Nay, but, colonel, that is 

Gorget. Nay, but if you helitate—— 

Air, No, it is not that; the money is quite at 

your 
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your ſervice; but you will repent, and then re- 
proach me What five hundred? there can be 
no woman worth it. 


Gorget. You would alter your tone, if you 
ſaw her. 


Air. Should I? Prithee tell me her name; 
perhaps I may know her. 


Gorget. I durſt not; you know my honour is 
concerned, 

Air. Honour with ſuch a waman as that ? 

Gorget. She is very well known, 

Air. And ought to be better. 

Gorget. But I waſte time, and may loſe the 
critical minute: Will you ſupply me, or muſt 
1 

Air. With the greateſt pleaſure in life: Here 
is in this bag the very ſum, which I have juſt 
received for a draft in the city. 

Gorget, Ten thouſand thanks, my dear Mr. — 

Air. I can't ſay tho', but J am ſorry 

Gorget. Oh, it is not impoſſible but I may 
come off at an eaſter rate: With ſuch a capital 
in hand, one may haggle, you know. 

Air. True, true; I'd endeavour to get her for 
nothing: Chouſe her, chouſe her! do, colonel. 
If indeed ſhe had aſked tor a ring with a poeſy, 
or any ſuch trifle as that but ſuch a monſtrous 
demand! I would give ſomething to ſee her. 


Gorget. 
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Gorget. Why, it is my opinion you know 
who ſhe is. 

Air. Really? 

Gorget. Now if it ſhould turn out that you 
had been happy with the lady yourſelf, * would 
not that greatly ſurpriſe you ? 

Air. Me? ha, ha, ha! the deuce a bit: Tho', 
when I came firſt to the Temple, there was a 
lawyer's wite that lived in Quality-Court, that 
J was exceedingly fond of —her huſband came 
home one night, and I crept under the bed, where 
I ſhould have remained concealed, but for a little 
dog of Charles's breed; he went bow, wow, wow— 


Gorget. Oh, the devil !- But conſider, time 


preſſes ; I mult away to the lady. 

Air. True, true; and I to the ſhops with my 
boy. And [ happy with the—ha,ha,ha—However, 
if that be the caſe, colonel, it is a ſtronger rea- 
fon for cloſing your purſe-ſtrings; for the devil 
take me if I ever knew a woman who was deſerv- 
ing a tythe of that ſum in my life Tes; I le! 
F did; a Greek girl, they called Circaſſian —I 


ſaw her at Tunbridge here, by the bye, they 


have the oddeſt pantile walk with the muſick on 
a ſhelf—and as the company walk to and fro, the 
fidlers go fal, lal, la —— 

Gorget. Nay, but - [ puſhing him out]. This is 
lucky beyond expectation; what a civilized hul- 
band, to ſupply me with the very money I wanted ! 

Enter 
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Enter Tom, 
Is the lady at leiſure ? 
Tom. She knows her huſband is gone out, and 
will be with you this inſtant. 
Gorget. Very well | take care; and watch his 
return. | 
Tom. Here ſhe is, [ Exit, 


Enter Mrs. Aircaſtle. 


Mrs. Air. What, you are come, my dear 
colonel ! I have waited for you with the utmoſt 
impatience; 

Gorget. And I, madam, have flown to — 
your commands. 

Mrs. Air. No more of that, colonel, I beg 
I bluſh to conſider 

Gorget. Bluſh ? and why ſo, madam ? 

Mrs. Air. At what you muſt think of my 
letter: But the high ſenſt I entertain of your 
friendſhip, induced me, in ſuch an exigence, to 
make the trial. 

Gorget. And the wiſeſt ſtep you could take. 

Mrs. Air. Pardon: me; Sir! I am not to learn 
how dangerous it is to have an obligation to 
you, 

Gorget, And why ſo? Can there be any thing 
more natural than to deſire the alliſtance of the 

H perſon 
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perſon who loves us? Of my attachment I hope 
you have no reaſon to doubt, 

Mrs. Air. That, Sir, is the very ſource of my 
ſorrow, and has determined me to ſupport every 
evil; nay, to apply even to Mr, Aircaſtle him- 
ſelf, rather than 

Gorget, How, madam ! then it is plain I have 
to{t your eſteem. Fool that I was, to be lulled 
by the bewitching lines of your letter ! I thought 
that I had detected Love, that ſly lurcher, lurk- 
ing under the maſk of confidential—But now | 
utifortunately find how far 1 am from your 
favour. 

Mrs. Air. Crue}, unjuſt colonel Gorget ! 

Gorget. Ha! am ] unjuſt ? you revive me 
you reſtore me to—But baniſh every thought ct 
an obligation to any but me; I ſhould be jea- 
lous of —— | 

Mrs. Air. But really, colonel, the ſum is 
Corget. Of no importance at all; a mere trifle; 
juſt nothing: I ſhall not feel it, believe me. 

Mrs. Air. How can I be too grateful for ſuch 
a generous proof of your friendſhip ? Sure you 
were born to 


Enter Toby. 


What the deuce has brought that beoby back 
[ Aide. 
Teby, 
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Toby. Father deſires you would call in your 
way, and take him up at the ſword-cutler's. 

Gorget, How ! the young cub ? This is lucky 
beyond expectation !—Here, madam, are the 
five hundred guineas, which you will be kind 
enough to pay, with my thanks, to Mr, Aireaſtie, 
your "hl. ; 

Mrs. Air. Finely taken and turned; what in- 
finite wit and contrivance ! [de. But would 
it not be right, colonel, juſt to ſign a receipt ? 

Gorget, Unneceſſary, madam ; but juſt as you 
pleaſe. 

Mrs. Air. There is pen and ink in the room 


over head. 


Gorget, Give me leave to conduct you. 
[ Exeunt Gorget and Mrs. Air. 
Toby. I don't underſtand what father and 
mother's about. Here am I dizened, and 
ſkewered, and graced, juſt like a young colt that 
1s a- breaking: Nay, they were going to advertiſe 
me too, as if I was really a horſc; but lawyer 
Flaw has made them alter their minds, and I am 
to be diſpoſed of by private contract, I think, 
I can't ſay that I am over- fond of their ways, 


Oh, poor Betſy Bloſſom ! let them match me to 


whoever they will, I ſhall neyer love any like 
thee : I believe I ſhould have put an end to their 
Projecl, if I could but have found Hey! who 
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is this? Mercy on me! ſure it muſt be her ghoſt ! 
and yet that can't be; becauſe ghoſts, they lay, 
never comes but at night, Betſy ? 


Enter Beiſy Blaſſem. 
Betſy. Maſter Toby ? 
Toby. But is it poſſible ? can it be you? 
Betſy. As you ſee. | 
Toy. Well, and how ? Lord, I have ten thou. 
ſand queſtions to aſk you. Where halt been? 
how doit do? how comeſt here? Why, you are 
vaſt fine, Betſy, all of a ſudden; you be not 
married ? 
Betſy. Married? no, no; you kind put that 
out of my power, you hw 
Toby. Me? how ſo, Mrs. Betty? 


Betſy. Is that a queſtion now to be aſked? 
have you ſo ſoon forgot what has happened be- 


tween us ? 

Toby. No, no; 1 remember ſome part pretty 
well, I believe: But you cannot come for to go 
for to ſay, that we ever went to church together, 
in that chere way you mean. 

Betſy. That ceremony, Mr. Toby, you know 
well, was all that was wanting | 

Toby. Beſides, it could not be, Mrs. Betſy ; 
becauſe why, as father lays, lince the parliament- 
houſe interfered, it is againſt the law to marry 


for love, Betfys 


Betſy. How! what, are all your vows, oaths, 
promiſes, forgot? does not this fixpence, broken 
between us, when we laſt met in the grove, ſtare 
you full in, the face? 
 Tyby. Yes; I have t'other half in my 
pocket. 

Betſy. Does not your confcience, Mr. Toby, 
vpbraid you? But men are all traitors alike! 
their whole ſtudy is to delude poor innocent 
maids. Oh! why did I truſt that fair face and 
Aattering tongue, and not ſuſpect the wily * 
that was lurking beneath ? 

Toby. Nay, Betſy 

Betſy. But my prayers are granted, however; 
my only wiſh was to ſee you once more 

Toby. My ſweet, dear, little Betſy— 

Betſy. Once more to ſurvey that ſweet form; 


the buſineſs of lite is now over! Eyes, take your 


laſt look! open, thou cold earth, to receive me 

Toby. Lord have mercy! if you don't frighten 
me out of my wits. 

Beth. To thy dreary manſion I come ! there 
my ſorrows will ceaſe, and my ſhame, and name, 
be forgot by the unpitying— Oh [ Faints. 

Toby. Stop, ſtop, deareſt Betſy, and take me 
along with you! Murder, fire, water! Waiter ! 
What, will nobody come to aſſiſt her? 


Euler 
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Euter Tom. 


Tom. Bleſs me, Sir! what can be the matter? 

Toby. Why, here is a poor young creature at 
her laſt gaſp: Clap ker hand, and bend her for- 
ward a bit! 

Tom. Miſs Betſy? Mercy on us! how came 
this about? It is only a fit; ſhe revives, her cycs 
begin to open a little. 

Betſy. Where am 1 ? 

Toby, In the fore-room, up one pair of 
ſtairs, 

Tom. Bleſs me, Sir, what can be the occaſton 
of this? 

Toby. Why, it is a young woman that is break: 
ing her heart. 

Tom. Her heart? and for what? 

Toby. Why, for love of me, to be ſure. 
Tom. And can you be ſuch a barbarian ? why, 
you muſt have the heart of a tiger, to ſtand un- 
ſhocked at ſuch a horrible ſcene, 

Toby. Nay, I have been ſhocked enough, if 
that is all. | 

Tom. Then why don't you remove her diſtreſs? 

Toby. Why, the wants me to marry her. 

Tom. And is that all ſhe aſks; and can you 
he ſitate for ſuch a trifle as that? 

Toby, Why, how can I, when father and 


mother 
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mother have promiſed me to an Indian woman, 
as rich as a Jew, from beyond ſea ? 

Betſy. How! and have I a rival? perjured 
monſter | But think not my death ſhall finally 
cloſe our account; my ſhade, like Margaret's 
grimly ghoſt, ſhall purſue thee, haunt thee in 
dreams at midnight, ſhake thy curtains round 
thy guilty head, and holloa 1n thine ear ! 


Bethink thee, Toby, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath ;, 
And give me back my maiden vom, 

And give me back my troth. 


Toby. Take it with you, Mrs. Betty, whenever 
you pleale. 


Betſy [Sings]. 


For this I'll haunt thy midnight dreams, 
And hover round thy bed; 

Thy ears Il fill with horrid ſcreams, 
Nor leave thee till thou'rt dead. 


Toby. Why, you won't gd to be ſo cruel, I 
hope ! what, is there no amends to be made ? 
Tom. So, Sir, you ſce, dead or alive, the is 
determined te plague you. 

Toby. Yes, yes; I ſce it well enough. Lord, 
who could have thought it? ſhe is mightily 
changed ſince her coming to London. 

Tom, 
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Tom. This town is apt to open the mind. 
Toby. Is it? I hope it will ſhut again, though, 
when ſhe gets into the country. But pray, Mr. 
What-d'ye-call-em; by what chance did Betſy 
dome here? 
Tom. My miſtrefs took her in, out of com- 
paſſion : It is wonderful how charitable a lady 
the is! why; we have five or fix more young 
women here in the ſame ſituation. 
Toby. Indeed? ſhe muſt be the moſt goodeſt 
woman on earth: Well, if ſhe don't go to 


Heaven, what chance has ſuch a poor ereature 


as 12 
Tom. None at all; unleſs you repair the 
wrongs ſhe has ſuffered. 

Toby. But if I was minded to comply with 
her with, I don't ſee how I can bring it about? 
Tom. You are ohe-and- twenty; no doubt? 

Toby, Theſe three years and above. 

Tom, And Mails ? 

Toby. Within a twelvemonth of me. 

* Tom. Oh, then I will manage matters, 1 
warrant, Where are you going ? 
' Toby. To call on. father, at a ſhop near the old 
black man a-horſeback ; the wind has blown his 


hat from his head. 


Tom, Very well! Give them the ſip as ſoon 
as you can; run back here; you will find us— 


Betſy. 
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Betſy. What, is he a-going? oh! 

Toby. Nay, Betſy, be quiet! ben't I ready to 
do all that you want? If you faint any more, I 
wiſh I may die if I'll have you. 

Betſy. Won't you? 

Toby, No. 

Tom. Courage, Miſs! keep up your 

Toby. Right, Mr. — or, if ſhe mult faint, 
can't ſhe wait a little, till I get out of the houſe ? 

[ Exit. 

Tom, He is off: Finely managed! Do not 
ſtir from hence: I will run to the Commons, 
and be back again in a— One kiſs, as a reward 
for the part I have 


Enter Toby. 
Toby. I forgot to aſk, Sir, where I ſhould—— 


Tom. Run! here, Sir! ſhe is fainting again! 
Toby. Is ſhe? then call ſomebody elſe, for I 
will make the beſt of my way [ Exit. 
Tom and Betſy. Ha, ha, ha! [ Exeunt, 
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Enter Mrs. F Jecee'em and Prig. 


Mrs. Fleece'em. 


T is lucky the Doctor is at home [aide]. 
John, you may take the ſilks of Mr. Prig, 
and put them into the coach. How could I be 


ſo giddy to forget my purſe, and leave it on the 
table? All my ſervants are honeſt, I hope. 

Prig. No doubt; it would be the greateſteſt of 
crimes, to injure a lady of your affability and 
aimiability. | 

Mrs. Fl. Quite polite, I proteſt, Mr. Prig ! I 
am ſorry, however, Sir, to have given you all 
this trouble. | 

Prig. I conſider it, madam, as one of the 
moſt greateſteſt pieces of happineſs that could have 
befallen Paul Prig. Your la'ſhip is a perfect 
pattern of humility : To ſuffer a ſimple tradeſman 


like me to occupy part of your la'thip's coach, 
is ſuch an honour that 


Mrs. Fl. Honour? by no means, Mr. Prig : 
I don't know a ſtation more uſeful, or indeed 
more reputable, than that of a citizen like you, 


who 
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who condeſcends to employ his genius in adorn- 
ing his fellow. creatures. The ladies, indeed, 
are moſt obliged to your labours. 

Prig. Were all ladies like you, madam, my 
condition would be celeſtial indeed; for, as 
Maſter Shakſpur ſays, 

* The labour we delight in phyſicks pain.” 

Mrs. Fl. Mr, Prig, I proteſt you ſurprize me! 
who could have expected ſo much gallantry from 
the Ward of Farringdon-Within? 

Prig. Your charms, madam, would animate 
even a native of Hockley in the Hole! 

Mrs. Fl. Fy, Mr. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My maſter begs you would ſtep into 
his ſtudy. [ Exit, 
Ars. Fl. Mr. Prig, you will excuſe me a 
maixent : It is lucky my lawyer is at home; I 
ſhall take the money, and not give you the trou- 
ble to go lo far as my houſe. I ſhall ſoon call 
again at your ſhop, [ Exit. 
Prig. The greateſt pleaſure, madam, that 1 
could ever have.—Ha, ha! left her purſe on the 
table? a likely ſtory, indeed | No, no; 1 under- 
ſtand her ogles and lcers; her eyes {poke more 
truth than her tongue. I don't recollect w have 
ſeen her before; but the has ſcen me, that is clear, 
12 from 
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from the ſtrength of her paſſion. Soon call at 
* your ſhop?” and how ſoft the tone of her 
voice! Yes, yes; I believe you will. Well, well, 
you ſha'n't be diſappointed, my dear; his worſt 
enemies can't accufe Paul Prig of being cruel. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. You had better ſtep into this room; 
there is a fire, 

Prig. By all means. A ſtation more uſcful, 
or more reputable, than that of a"—poor 
creter! ſhe mult be very far gone indeed. | Exeunt. 


Another Room. 
Doctor Hellebore and Mrs. Fleece em diſcovered. 


Helle. To whoſe recommendation, madam, do 
I owe the honour 

Mrs. Fl. The world's, doctor; your great 
reputation. 

Helle. Oh, madam ! 

Mrs. Fl. But, as I was obſerving to you, Sir, 
if it was not for theſe unaccountable whims in 
my uncle, no man in England has a finer under- 
ſtanding, or a clearer conception : Nothing irre- 
gular in his conduct; diſcharges all the ſocial 
duties with the utmoſt exactneſs; reaſons with the 
moſt perfect preciſion upon every ſubject. 

Helle. An] the ſtate of his bodily health ? 

Mrs. Fl. He does not complain. 


Flelle. 
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Helle. And theſe diſtractions are frequent? 

Mrs. Fl. I think more fo, of late. 

Helle. Ay, the great tenſion of the Pia- mater 
muſt enfceble the ſyſtem; and the paroxiſms, of 
courſe, oftener repeated, and of longer continuance. 
And his whims, you ſay 

Mrs. Fl. To the laſt degree extravagant: Laſt 
week he ſuppoſed himſelf a young neſtling crow, 
and conſtantly opened his mouth, like a bill, 
and cawed for food, when he found himſelf hungry. 

Helle. A manifeſt mark of diſtraction! 

Mrs. Fl. His whim of to-day is peculiar 
enough. 

Helle. Of what kind? | 

Mrs. Fl. He ſuppoſes himſelf a mercer upon 
Ludeate- Hill, 

Helle. A mercer? 

Mrs. Fl. And that he has ſold me a parcel of 
ſilks, for the payment of which I have conducted 
him hither, 

Flelle. "Nhy, madam, we do now and then 
meet with extraordinary inſtances : But could not 
I fee your uncle? 

Mrs, Fl. I brought him hither on — 

Helle. | calling. Deſire the gentleman below to 
walk up. Why, madam, the goodneſs of his health 
we look upon as a bad ſympton, in theſe kind of 
of caſes; when they ariſe from a fever, why—— 


Mrs. FH. 
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Mrs. Fl. I hope there will be no occaſion for 


violent remedies, ſuch as correction, or ſtraight 
wailtcoats ? | 

Hille. Not if he is tractable. 

NM #1. But if that ſhould not be the cafe, Sir? 

Helle. The beſt way, ma'am, is to leave him 
to my care a little: I have a convenient houſe 
not far from town, where mad people are managed 
with greater 2dvatitage. | 

Mr. Hl. I hal! ſubmit his treatment entirely 
to you.— ut I ſuppoſe, Sir, it will be right tor 
me to withdraw, as o may have ſome queſtions 
to aſk him, improper for the ear of a lady. I 
will pay a ſhort vilit, now 1 am in this part of 
the town. | 

Helle. As you pleaſe, madam. -A diſcreet per- 
jon ! this does not ſcem to be a family complaint. 


LAſide. 
Xirs. Þ{. Here he is. I muſt humour him 
a little, ; 
* 


Euter Prig. 


This gentleman, Sir, will ſettle our little affair. 

Depend upon it, I ſhall be with you foon. [ Exit. 
Prig. I ſhall wait for that honour with the 

greateſt impatience.— She is a fine creter | 
Helle. Come, Sir, take a chair. 


Prig. Sir, there is no occaſion, 
8 | Helle. 
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Helle. You had better, as I ſhall have a good 
many queſtions to aſk you. [T t.] Well, 
Sir, and how do you find yourſelt ? 

Prig. Sir, you are very obliging! I am, I 
thank you, in very good health, 

Helle. Don't you feel yourſelf at times in- 
clined to be feveriſh ? 

Prig. Feveriſh ! not I, Sir. 


Helle. And have you had no material com- 


plaints, for any time back ? 

Prig. Not that I recollect; a ſlight touch of 
the influenza, indeed; but fared full as well as 
my neighbours. 

Helle. And your appetite? 

Prig. As uſual z but J am at no time an over- 
great cater, 
 Helle, So much the better. Favour me with 
your hand, if you pleaſe, 

Prig. Sir! [ Riſes, and offers his band. 

Helle. Keep your ſeat, if you pleaſe, [Feels 
bis pulſe.) Rather a little roo lively]! And as to 
your fleep now, is it continued or broken? 

Prig. Sir! 

Helle. Are your ſlumbers without interruption ? 
have you no ftarts ? 

Pris. Not that I know of; indeed, I never 
was over-jond of my bed. 


Helle. Ay, reſtleſs ; 1 thought ſo. 


Prig. 
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Prig. Indeed, my buſineſs requires that I ſhould 
be an early riſer ; when an apprentice, I was 
always the firſt in the ſhop. 

Helle. An apprentice? poor man ! but, how- 
ever, I ſee no violent ſymptoms at preſent ; a pre- 
paratory medicine, till we can put him into a 
regimen. Be ſeated ! I will fetch you a draught 
that will immediately ſettle the buſineſs. [Exi/. 
Prig. A draft !—A draft on his banker, I 
reckon: Why could not he have given it me at 
firſt? An odd man! what the deuce has my 
health to do with my bill? Let us ſee; what is 
the tote ? A hundred and ninety-two pounds, fix, 
and—oh ! here he is, I ſuppoſe, with the check. 


Enter Hellebore, with a bottle and phial. 


Helle. You will take this draught, three times 
a- day, at two hours diſtance, firſt ſhaking it well. 
Prig. Sir? 

Helle. And nine drops of this, in a glaſs of 
water, firſt going to bed; it will ſerve to com- 
poſe ; 

Prig. Compoſe ? here muſt be ſome miſtake 
in this matter! I fancy, Sir, you take me for 
ſomebody elſe my name, Sir, is Prig ; I keep the 
great mercer's ſnop, as you go up Ludgate 
Hlelle. Hum! very well, Sir. 


Prig. And am come with the lady below, to 


be paid this here bill in my hand. 
2 Hille. 
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Helle. Oh, Sir, I am no ſtranger to the whole 
of that ſtory: But how could you now— or, as 
you are cool at preſent, I will reaſon the matter 


& little how could a man of vour rank and for- 


tune, indulge ſuch an improbable whim?—1 ſay 
a mercer indeed 


Prig. And pray, good Sir, who d'ye take me 


to be? | 
Helle. Oh, Sir, I know very well; your niece 


has fully informed me. 

Prig. My niece? I have no niece; at leaſt, 
not in London, I am ſure. : 

Aelie. No? what d'ye think of the lady who 
conducted you hither ? 

Prig. She my niece ? Damn me, Sir, till this 
morning, if ever I ſet eyes on her! Sure—— 

Heile, Oh, ho! what, you are beginning to be 
violent: You had better be quiet, or 1 ſhall find 
a method to tame you. 

Prig. Tame me, Sir ? I don't underſtand what 
vou would be at! Will you pay me my bill here, 
or not? 

Llelle. Your bill? poor creature ! 

Prig. Poor creter, Sir? none of your poor 
erelers to me! follow your client's directions, 
and dliſcharge me at once, 

Ilelle. My client? 
Prig. Ay, Sir. When money is in the caſe, 
N a man 
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a man may as well have to do with Old Nick, 
as a lawyer; there is no getting it out of their 
hands. 

Helle. Oh, he takes me for a lawyer. The 
paroxiſm is exceedingly ſtrong. Who is there? 
Order a coach, and let the three keepers convey 


him to Chelfea. 


Enter Three Keepers. 


Prig. Me to Chelſea? let any body touch me 
that dare 

Flelle. Ay, ay, we will fee that. 

Prig. This is ſome conſpiracy, I ſuppoſe, to 
bam, to chouſe me out of my money, 

lelle. You will take him to Chelſea. 

Pris. Hands off ! 

Helle. And, as you ſee he is violent, let him 
have the back room, with the barr'd windows, 
up two pair of ſtairs. 

Pris. Me to Chelſea? me barr'd windows, and 
back room two-palr of ſtairs ? | 

Helle. If the fit ſhould encreaſe, put on tlie 
ſtreight Waiſtcoat. I ſhall call myſelf in the 
evening. 

Prig. Let me go, gentlemen ! This is a damn'd 
contrivance, to rob me! Unhand me, or you 
mall be all ſwing'd and ſous'd ! impriſon a citi- 
zen, that only comes for his money? Damn me, 
Jack 
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Jack Wilkes's affair will be but a flea- bite to 


this! [ Keepers hurry him off. 
Helle. If this is the caſe, on with the waiſtcoat. 
[ Exeunt, 

. 


Enter Fleece em and Flaw. 


Flaw, Ha, ha, ha! poor Prig! in what a pi- 
teous plight have you left him But the Air- 
caſtles will all be here immediately, ſo take care 
we are not interrupted. 

Mrs. Fl. As they are fo exceedingly credu- 
lous, the buſineſs will ſoon be diſpatched, 

Flaw. In a trice. I have ſtipulated that your 
proviſion ſhall be ſecured before the ſolemniza- 
tion. | 

Mrs. Fl. Right, right; perfectly right. 

Flato. But have you properly prepared the 
girl for the purpoſe? 

Mrs. Fl. Her part will be eaſy. 

Flaw. True; but ſhe ſhould be adroit; as 
events may ariſe, that will require ſome little 
ſkill: Who the deuce have you got ? 

Ars. Fl. Why, I conſidered that as a very 
tickliſh point; it would be dangerous to truſt, 


and difficult to find in this town a ſuitable 


ſubject: Don't you think that the black girl I 
brought with me from Boſton—— = | 


K 2 Flaw, 
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Flaw. The negro? zounds, her POT 
will betray her at once! 

Mrs. Fl. | have thought of an expedient to 
1 us from that. 
 #law. It is true, theſe people have no great 
penetration; but what we do 

Mrs. Fl. Muſt quickly be done: 1 will juſ 
ſpeak to the girl. [ Calls.] Marianne 


Enter Marianne. 


Mar. What you want, Mifly ? 

Arg. Fl. Go in and throw yourſelf on the 
bed; and, do you hear? let the window be ſhut, 
and che curtains drawn exceedingly cloſe. _ 
Mar. Yes, Miſly. 

Mrs. Flze. And whoever ſpeaks to you, don't 
you chatter and talk, but figh now and then, as 
H you were ſick : You will be only atked a queſ- 
tion or two; as, if you are. 141? or are better ? 
to which you need ſay aoth: ng but yes. 

Mar, Nothing bat 45, I take care, Miſſy, 
never you fear, | 
Mig. Flee, And, Marianne, no candle! 

Mar. No, no, Miſſy. | [ Exit. 

rs, Fl. Oh, ſhe will anſwer our purpoſe, 
I warrant : Beides, unleſs they are very preſſing 


to ic: her, there will be no occaſion to-produce 


her at all. 
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- £law. But, I beg your pardon, there will: by 
my directions, the ſon is provided with preſents, 
with a view to propitiate his Venus. 

Mrs. Fl. [rap at the door. | There they are! 
Mr. Flaw, you will receive them? It will be 


right tor me to retire, to ſee if all things within 
are in order, [ Exit, 


Enter Aircaſtle, Mrs. Aircaſtle, and Toby, 


Air. I tell you the boy is an abſolute ſight, 
and I ſhould not wonder if the young lady 
was to 

Mrs. Air. You wonder? and pray who made 
you a judge of the proper 

Flaw. Huſh, huſh ! for Heaven's ſake, huſh! 
eonſider where you are! 

Air. She 1s at her old tricks, Mr. Flaw ; there 
is no — 

Flaw. A key lower, good Sir, if you pleale ! 
You will frighten the family, 

Air. By her good will, I ſhould never open my 
mouth, but to eat. 

Mrs. Air, I know but little elſe that it's good for. 

Flaw. Nay, madam, now you are as faulty as 
he. Only think what a ftrange impreſſion this 


will make on the ladies within! 1 beg you will 
ſuſpend your warfare a while. 


Mrs, Air, Well, well! 
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Flaw. And no contradiction, I beg ; but be 
| attentive and polite to each other, as people of 
faſhion ſhould be: You may renew hoſtilities, 
and make vp for loſt time, as ſoon as you are 
gut of the houle. ; 

Mrs. Air. Why, how is it my fault, Mr. Flaw? 

Air. Nor ſhall it be mine : For man and wife 
to quarrel before folks is rather rudiſh, I own; 
by ourſelves, indeed, it is a pretty innocent 
amuſement enough—Tom Teſty, of our town, 
uſed to ſay—his wife was a Devonſhire girl; if 
I am not miſtaken, from Plymouth—where, 


by the bye, they have the beſt John Dories in 


* England—Old Quin, one ſummer, went thither 


on purpoſe —— | 
Flaw. And if, Mr. Aircaſtle, you would con- 
tract your converſation a little—To be ſure, 
your manner is pleaſing, and your matter full 
pf inſtruction ; but as we meet upon buſineſs— 
Air, I believe you are right, Mr. Flaw. 
Come, my love; let us ſhew him how polite 
we can be, if we pleaſe. Dear Mrs. Aircaſtle, 
how I admire your taſte ! theſe here ſkirts of 
the boy's are ſo light and genteel, and ſo airy— 
Mrs. Air. True; I am happy, my dear, that 
] have your approbation : Thoſe we got made in 
the country, trapes and dangle like a parcel of 
petticoats, 


Air, 
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Air. Right, my love.—For all the world, 
like a Hounſlow poſt-boy! His whole figure is 
juſt like a ſpider, nothing but legs; a mere 
couple of ſtilts And then that top to his wig, 
my dear child 


Mrs. Air. Gives a faſhionable turn to his face; 
and then adds to the height. 

Air. It has indeed, my ſoul, a prodigious 
happy effet.—A. block, popping out of a hair- 
cutter's window, up two pair of ſtairs in the 
Strand. And then that bunch at his back —— 

Flaw. Huſh ! here comes the lady. 


Enter Mrs. Fleece'em. 


This, madam, is the family for whom I told 
you I had ſo warm an affection; and this the 


young gentleman whole alliance I recommend 
for Mis. 


Mrs. Air. Grace, Toby! 

Mrs. Fl. I make no doubt, madam, but my 
niece will think herſelf happy in an union with 
ſo accompliſhed a perſon. 

Air. Why, as to that, Toby, Mrs, —— what 
is the gentlewoman's name ? 

Flaw. Mrs. Fleece'em. 

Air. J recollect, madam, going ſome years 
ago with one of that name in the ſtage-coach 
to York—we were overturned about a mile 
beyond Newark—the parſon of the pariſh—he 

became 
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became afterwards a prebend of Worceſter, in 
the room of old Walter Wench'em, who was 
eaſt in a ſuit of crim. con. by Sir Timothy Tally- 
hoe, remarkable for the beſt pack of hounds 
in the country 
Mrs. Air. For Heaven's fake, Mr. Aircaſtle! 

Flaw. Have a care! you have forgot. 

Air. T am dumb. 
- Mrs. Fl. Pray, madam, has the young gen- 
tleman travelled ? 

Ars. Air. Who? Toby? 

Air. Why, -madam, I did once intend—but 
Sir Roger Ramble—who I am told will be 


ſtrongly oppoſed next election, for the borough 


of Barnſtaple, by Sir Walter Win'em—who 


during the whole time of Sir Robert Walpole's 
admin 


Mrs. Air. Mr. Aircaſtle, I beg pardon, but 
the lady directed the queſtion to me. 

Air. True, my angel; and I am ſure nobody 
can give a better anſwer than dear Mrs. 
Aircaſtle 

Mrs. Air. You are very polite. 

Air. But I was willing to ſave you the trou- 
ble, my foul. 

* Mrs. Air. 1 ſhall think it no trouble to ſatisfy 
the lady's: s enquiries. 

Mes. Fl. Nay, it was a matter of curioſity 
only: There is, beſides, an elegance, a je u- 


feat 
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ſcat quoi, in your ſon's air, that is rarely acquired 


in this country. 

Mrs. Air. Did not I tell you the prodigious 
power of grace ? 

Air. Ves; but I could never have believed it. 

Mrs. Air, Pray, madam, is the young lady at 
home ? 

Mrs. Fl. Juſt lain down for a little : The 
change of climate has given her a ſlight indiſ- 
poſition ; but a few days, I dare ſay, will reſtore 
her. 

Mrs. Air. Mils, I preſume, has a phyſi-ian ? 

Air. A what ? a phyſician, my life, for a little 
ſea-ſickneſs? Why, doctor Diet, at Margate, 
who, by the bye, intends to ſettle in London— 
his aunt, major Mortar's widow—who was killed 
by a bomb at the taking of Goree—Tom Truant, 
an old ſcoooltellow of ming, was cloſe by his 
ſide Tom Tru 

Mrs. Air. Dear Mr. Aircaſtle, what has all 
this to do with the young lady's illneſs? 

Air, I was coming to that, my ſoul, if you 
will let me. I don't know how it happens; in 
general, nobody 1s better bred than Mrs. Air- 
caſtle; but to-day ſhe won't let me bring out 
a word. —So, madam, Tom Truant, as I was— 


Mrs. Air. Mr. Aircaſtle, I muſt interrupt 
vou! 


L Air, 
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Air. You muſt ? 

Mrs. Air. 1 can't ſuffer it, upon this lady's 
account, 

Air. It was for her ſake, my ſoul, I was ſpeak- 
1Ng.—So, madam, Tom Truant 


Mrs. Air. It you perſiſt, I ſhall quit the houſe, 
] aſſure you! 


Air. Quit the houſe? 

Mrs, Air. This very inſtant! 

Air. Zounds, madam, if you come to that, 
you may go to the | 

Mrs. Air. Any where to get rid of your 
abſurd 
Air. For that matter, you can't be more 
willing than I, 
Mrs. Air. Then, madam, I take my leave. 

Air. When you will: This lady and I can 
eaſily ſottle matters without you:—So, madam, 
as | was ſaying, Tom Tru—— 
Plato. For Heaven's lake, Sir Mrs. Air- 
caltle, be calm hen chings are juſt bringing 
to bear 
Air. All ! meant was for the ſervice of Miſs. 

Mrs, Fl. Very obliging, indeed. I ſhould be 
ſorry if any difference ſnould ariſe on my niece's 
account: Beſides, her illneſs is ſo trifling, that 
the young gentleman may, if he pleaſes, ſtep 
into h her room to enquire after her health. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Hir. Toby will be very hippy; I am ſure. 
You ſce, madam, what the lad is. 

Mrs. Fl. A moſt agreeable youth, I muſt 
own; and then his ſilence is a modeſt mark of 
his merit. 

Air. Do you hear that, Mrs. Air—— 

Mrs. Air. Yes; and I hope it will make a 
proper impreſſion on you.—You, doubtleſs, 
madam, know the taſte of your niece; may we 
hope that Toby has any chance of ſucceeding ? 
Mrs. Fl. She was prodigiouſly pleaſed with 
Mr. Flaw's account of his parents; which, in- 
deed, I now find to be true in every reſpect. 

Air. and Mrs, Air. Oh, madam! 

Mrs. Fl. And as to fortune, ſhe is totally 


careleſs in that, her own being much more than 


ſufficient, 

Air. How manly that is in a woman -I re- 
member Miſs Patty Plumb of Jamaica did the 
very ſame—they ſay her grandfather was tranſ- 
ported for robbing a hen-rooſt 

Mrs. Air. But as to his figure, madam; do 
you apprehend it will ſtrike her? Toby, hold 
up your head! 

Mrs. Fl. I can ſee no reaſon againſt it: Indeed, 
the young gentleman has rather a fairer com- 
plexion than what ſhe has been commonly uled 
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to; the natives of India, from their climate, have 
rather a {allower hue. 

Mrs. Air. True, madam. 

Mrs. Fl. But, if neceſſary, that may be caſfily 
altered by art; ſome ſaffron, or ſnuff, quit 
ſkimmed over his face — 

Ars: Air. Quickly! 

Air. J have a box of Scotch in my pocket: 
It may be done in an inſtant. 


Mrs. Fl. Their hair, too, 13 moſt commonly 


dark; but a little German blacking here on 
cach of the eyebrows 

Toby. If a burnt cork will do, J have one in 
my pocket. ; 

Air. Mr. Flaw, will you ring for a candle? 

Mrs. Fl. There is no neceſſity now: We have 
been obliged to ſhut out the light, as her eyes 
are rather tender and weak, with looking ſo 
long on nothing but water. 

Mrs. Air. True, madam. Well, madam, we 
will detain you no longer: I am ture it is im- 
poſſible to ſay how much we are obliged —— 


you may rely upon it, we ſhall ever be grateful. 


Mrs. I. 1 don't in the lcaſt doubt it: Mr. 
Flaw has, I preiwne, hinted my fituation ? 
Mrs. Air. Moſt minutely: Mr. Aircaſtle has 
prepared the depoſit, You have the neediul ? 
Ain, 


tie 
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Air. All but five hundred pounds, which you 
may have in the evening: ] lent it juſt now to 
a—the ſtory will make you laugh, I am ſure: 
As I was going out, colonel —who commanded, 
laſt war 

Mrs. Air. Is this a time for a ſtory ? 

Flaw. Fy, ty | diſpatch, Mr. Aircaſtle! 

Mrs. Air. Here all the bills are. 

Flaw, Nay, hold a little, I beg! This, you 
know, is a kind of compact; there are condi- 
tions to be performed on both ſides: Therefore 
the money ſhould, I think, be lodged in neutral 
hands, till the material point is complied with. 

Mrs. Air. There is no occaſion. 

Mrs. Fl. I can have no objection, I am ſure: 
where then ſhall we place it? | 

Mrs. Air. Mr. Flaw ts a friend to both par- 
Leg—— 

Air, True; the propereit man in the world, 

Mrs. Fl. l am not quite fo certain of that. 
[ Aide. 

Air. There, there the bills are, Mr. Flaw. 

Mrs. Air. Now we will leave Toby and the 
lady together. 

Air. Toby, don't forget to deliver the preſents. 

Toby. I have them here in a box. 

Air. Mind your behaviour, my good lad !— 
wiſh we had time though to doctor his face: 

Againft 
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Againſt their next meeting, I will do it myſelf . 


1 will manage that matter, I warrant: I learnt the 
art laſt autumn of a parcel of ſtrollers they had 


been playing, during the Dog-days, with one 


Foote in this town—a fellow, they lay, takes peo- 
ple oft, and 
Mrs. Air. Nay, Mr. Aitcaſtle, come along; I 
beſcech you |! 
Air. Well, well! you are always in ſuch a 
damnable hurry | 
Mrs. Fl. Mr. Flaw, you are not going, I hope ? 
becauſe I wanted jult to ſpeak a few words—— 
Flaw. I ſhail be back in a minute. 
| [ Exernt Flaw, Mr. and Mrs. Aircaſtle. 
Mrs, Fl. This, Sir, this is the door; tread ſoftly. 
Toby. Had not I better pull off my ſhoes ? 
Mrs. Fl. No occaſion for that. | Exeunt, 


Another room. Marianne in bed. 
Enter Mrs. Fleece em ani Toby, 


Mrs. Fl. This way! your hand !—Letty, my 
dear, the young gentleman I mentioned to you 
this morning, begs juſt to enquire after your 
health. There; I will leave you together: She 
is in the bed at the upper end of the room. I 
make no doubt, Sir, but you will behave with 
proper decorum. | [ Exit. 

Toby, 
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Toby. If you are afraid, you need not go out 
of the room. The place is as dark as a dungeon ! 
Upper end of the room! and how the deuce 
ſhould I know which that is? in the night, I can 
tell you, I ſhould be a good deal frightened to be 
ſo much in the dark, but it is well enough in the 
day, when one is about to make love; becauſe 
why, one is not ſo baſhful and ſhy ; one can ſes 
to ſpeak one's mind with more boldneſs and cou- 
rage, than in the Iight.—Me--Mils ! I thought 
ſhe had ſpoke z may be not, If I could but get 
hold of the curtains—the beſt way will be to 
creep cloſe by the wall, then 1 ſhall be ſure to 
Miſs ! Miſs! 

Mar. Who be dat dere ? 

Toby. |. — Dat dere ? one may find out by her 
tongue ſhe 1s a foreigner : I am pretty right now, 
J believe, What, Miſs, arc you ſick ? 

Mar. Ifs. 

Toby. But you are better, I hope ? 

Mar, 1s. 

Toby. J am glad on't: Then I ſuppoſe, Miſs, 
if you pleaſe, I may begin to make love ? 

Mar. Its, 

Toby. Iſs? gad, I think it is ready made to 
my hands.—Did the gentlewoman, Mrs. Madam 
your aunt, lay any thing about and concerning 


pf me ? 
May. 
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Mar. Us. 

Toby. Is it a ſecret ? 

Mar, Iſs. 

Toby. Oh, then it would not be manners to 
ax : Well, Miſs, I hope you ben't averſe to the 
match? 

Mar. Its. 

Toby. Adzooks, then we are all off in an 
zoſtant ! What, Miſs, I ſuppoſe you ben't willing 
to have me? 

Mar. Its. 

Teby. Oh, then we are on again, as before: 
Then I may produce, I believe. I have brought 
you, Miſs, ſome curioſities, by way of preſent- 
ation, here in my pocket: Will you pleaſe to 
accept 

Mar. lis. 

Toby. Here, then, I offer them up to the ſhrine 
of thy beauty. May I crave leave to kiſs your 
lily-white hand ? 

Mar. Iis. 

Toby. On my knees let me thank you, faireſt 


creature! Her ſkin is vaſt ſoft. They be won 


derful pretty things I have brought you; a'n't 
you mighty curious to fee them? 

Mrs. lis. a 
Toby. May I draw up the curtain a bit, only 
Juſt to give you glimple ? 
Mar. Its, 


Toby, 
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Toby. So I will.—I ſhould be glad to have 4 
peep at her too; ſhe is a mighty agreeable body; 
does not talk much, indeed; but is vaſt ſenſible, 
whatever ſhe ſays. This, I believe, is the ſtring; 
I wonder if ſhe is as handſome as Betſy Bloſſom : 
Gad, if ſhe is, Miſs Bloſſom muſt look out for 
ſomebody elſe, I can tell her. That's high 
enough, I believe.—That there thing in the 
leather-caſe is a watch; if you touch the nob 
that juts out, it ſtrikes all the world like a clock; 
mother has one, but then him 1s as big as a warm- 
ing-pan. Perhaps, Miſs, you mayn't find the 


trick out ; I'll ſhew you.—Hecey! what is this? 


Lord have mercy on me! ſhe is turned all of a 
ſudden as black as a crow ! ſure as can be, a 
judgment for forſaking poor Betſy. 

Mar. Maſſa, won't you come here ? 

Toby. Not I. 

Mar. I come to you, den; 

Toby. The devil you will! you muſt run pretty 
faſt then. Keep off me! holloa! houſe! ſtop 
the black thing that is hard at my—- [ Exit, 


Enter Mrs. Fleece'em, 


Mrs. Fl. The rude puppy had like to have run 
over me: What is the meaning—Ha, the curtain 


drawn up? nay then Marianne, who opened the” 


window ? 
| M Mar. 
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Mar. Little Maſſa, to ſhew me de tick-ticx 
Mrs. Fl. Fool, did not I tell you—But it was 
my own fault, to truſt ſuch an ideot ! Go, get 
out of my ſight! [ Exit Mar. 


7 
£ 


Enter Flaw. 

Flat. What the deuce is the matter? Toby 
is ſcampered down the ſtreet as if he had a legion 
of —— 

Mrs. Tl. Matter? why he has diſcovered the 
wench. 

Flaw. *Sdeath! ] told you the folly of truſt- 
ing theſc -e ſhall all be blown up in an inſtant : 
I {aw the mother ſtop her chariot at the fight of 
the whelp; ſo I ſuppoſe we ſhall have her back 
in a 

Mrs. El. Ay? then fomething muſt be ſud- 
denly done. 

Flaw. Done ! but what? —l'Hl run after the 
boy, and hear his account of the matter. 

Nis. . Stay ! had not you better, Mr. Flaw, 
juſt leave with me Mr. Aireaſtle's depoſit? 
law. Pho! time enougly; is this a ſeaſon to 
ſettle accounts? Exit. 

Mas. Hl. So! 1 fuppofe he will march off with 
the money at laſt: I would have done as much, 
if I could but have touched it. 

Huter Mrs. Aircaſtle. 
Mrs. Air. Dear madam, I am in the utmoſt 
CON- 
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confuſion ! I am afraid that wild boy has miſbe- 
haved himſelf in ſome manner or other, 

Mrs. Fl. A little miſtake, madam ; but I proteft 
my niece is ſo terrified, that ſhe is unable to give 
me any account 

Mrs. Air. Some rude prank of his, I dare 
lay; I never could get his father 


Enter Colonel Gorget. 


Gorget. The houſe is in ſuch confuſion, that 
I can't get any body to give me an antwer. — 
Mrs. Aircaſtle ! 

Mrs. Air. Bleſs me, Colonel Gorget ! who 
thought of mceting you here ? 

Gorget. An odd affair; but this lady, I ſup- 
poſe, Mrs. Fleece'em, will be ſo kind to explain 
It. A pretty young lad, an enſign of mine, has, 
I am afraid, been tricked out of a large ſum of 
money by one Flaw, a ic!low of very bad fame, 

Mrs. Air. How ! Flaw ? 

Gorget. Under pretence of gaining promotion 
by this lady's aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Fl. Mine, Sir? I promiſe you this is the 
firſt meation I ever heard of the matter, 

Gorget, Juſt, Madam, as I ſuſpected: But 
pray, Mrs. Aircaſtle, have you long had the 
honour of this lady's acquaintance ? 


M.3- - Mrs, 
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Mrs. Air. Acquaintance ? Lord, colonel, I 
am terrified out of my wits. Your ear for 4 
moment. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A note, madam, which you are deſired 
directly to read. 

Mrs. Fl. Flaw's hand, [Reads]. The game 
* is up—we are blown—make off as faſt as 
you can,” As matters ſtand, the beſt advice I 
can take. | [ Going off. 

Mrs. Air. Madam, you are not going to 
leave us ? 

Mrs. Fl. Only juſt to enquire how my niece 
does after her fright : I ſhall be back immediately, 

[ Exit. 

Gorget, How | is it poſſible? a capital ſum ? 
(ood Heavens, madam, and how could you truſt 
it without conſulting ſome friend ? 

Mrs. Air. Why, we both thought Mr, Flaw— 

Gorget, Flaw? an infamous 


Enter Mr. Aircaſtie. 


Air. Why, what the deuce has been the matter 
amongſt you? They tell me Toby has been at 
home frightened out of his wits; and then run out 
dirc&y with the waiter and ſome wench ar other: 

I have 
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J have ſent your Roger in ſearch of the whelp.— 
Ah, colonel, are you there ? 

Gorget. Came the minute before you. 

Air, Well, colonel, hey, how ? What, I ſup- 
pole, by being here ſo ſoon, your affair has miſ- 
Carried, 

Gorget. You are miſtaken indeed, my good friend. 

Mrs. Air. What affair? 

Air. I forgot to tell it you, child: Of a fine 
laſs in this town, that ſets up her perſon far 
ſale 

Mrs. Air. How ! 

Air. And had the modeſty to fix the price to 
the colonel at five hundred guineas. 

Mrs. Air. Abominable ! Can there be ſuch 


creatures ? 
Air. Aſk the colonel ; that is all : An infamous 


harpy ! 


Gorget. Dear Mr. Aircaſtle, you are here in 


an error. 


Air. Error? why, did not you tell me of a, 


line ſhe ſent you? 

Gorget. Very true. 
Air. And did not I advance the cath? 
Gorget. Do I pretend to deny it? 
Air. Well then? 


Gorget. Your patience a moment, my dear 


friend ! I gaye her the money, it is true—— 


Arr. 
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Air. There, Mrs. Aircaſtle! did not I tell 


ou 
5 Gorget. But then, like a woman of honour 

Air. Well? 

Gorget. She told me that ſhe did it but to try 
the ſtrength of my paſſion 

Air. Pho, pho! 

Gorget. And ſo immediately returned it again. 

Air, Pſhaw! a bam, Mrs. Aircaſtle ; don't 
believe it, my dear 

Gorget. To put the matter out of diſpute, I 
returned to your lodging directly; when, not 
finding you, I delivered the caſh to your lady. 

Air, Indeed ? 

Gorget. In the very individual bag that you 
gave me; and before Maſter Toby, your ſon. 

Air. Ay? and have you got the money, my 
dear? 

Mrs. Air. Yes, yes; I received it.— Was 
ever woman ſo duped ! but this town is full of 
Cozeners. . [ Afide. 

Gorget. T am afraid, Mr. Aircaſtle, that it 
was pretty lucky for you l happened to have the 
caſh in my hand. 

Air. Lucky? I don't underſtand —- 


Gorget. Otherwiſe, it might have flown away 
with the reſt. 


Air. Flown away ? 


Gorget, 
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Gorget. By what Mrs. Aircaſtle has told me, 
I ſhrewdly ſuſpect you are got into the hands 
of ſome villainous ſharpers. 

Air, How ! | 

Gorget. Mr. Flaw, and his coadjutrix,— 
Within! who's there ?—But we ſhall ſoon get 
the buſineſs explained. 


Enter a Servant. 


Gorget, Do you live with the perſon who 
inhabits this houſe ? 

Serv. But a very ſhort time. 

Gorget. We wiſh to ſee her directly. 

Serv. She is gone out. 

Gorget. I thought ſo: And her niece too, | 
ſuppoſe ? 

Serv. Her niece, Sir? 

Gorget. Ay. 

Serv. I know no niece ſhe has. 

Air. and Mrs. Air. How! 

Gorget. Juſt as I ſuſpected: Now, Sir, do you 
begin to find what a ſituation you are in? 

Air. Then I am totally ruined ! I told you, 
Mrs. Aircaſtle, what would come of your— 
IJ remember Martin Moneyttap, of the Minories, 
was once in the very fame way—he was taken» 
in by a Portugueſe Jew: 

Gorget, A truce to recrimination, I beg! we 

have 
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have more material buſineſs in hand: Let this 
woman he directly purſued; and endeavour to 
recover at leaſt a part of- 
O'Flan. I wilhout.] Pray ſtep in a bit, if you 
plaſe, and refund freely the bill; or, upon my 
foul, I'll make you do me the favour by force! 


Enter O'Flannagan with Mrs. Fleece em. 


All. Mrs. Fleece'em ? 

O'Flan. Yes, yes; it is, ſure enough ; ſhe 
overtook me, as I met her hard by. 

Gorget. We are obliged to you then for the 
lady's return? 

© Flan. You may ſay that: I ſtopped her juſt 
in the nick, as ſhe was lily walking off in a 
coach. Arrah, put off your hood, my dear 
honey ; don't be ſhame-faced amongft your 
friends and acquaintance. 

Mrs. Fl. Stand off, you rude brute ! 

O'Flan. Better words, if you plaſe! You 
wanted to ſend me to be feathered abroad; ſo, 


in return, I ſhall beg lave, madam, to pluck 
you at home. 


Gorget. No violence to the lady I ba, Sir! 
ſhe now finds ſhe is detected, and, I dare ſay, 
will do every body all the juſtice ſhe can. And,; 
firſt, madam, as to the capital ſum which you 
had the addreſs to obtain from this 


Mrs. 
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Mes. FI. What concern have I in the buſi- 


neſs? the gentleman himſelf gave it into the 
poſſeſſion of Flaw. 


Gorget. Mr. Aircaſtle ! 
Air. That's true, I confeſs. 


Gorget. But, ſince that, has not the property 
ſuffered a transfer? 


Mrs. Fl. Not to me: But if you doubt it, you 
may ſearch the houſe when you pleaſe. 


Gorget. Then it has got into worſe hands, 
I'm afraid, 


Enter Mrs. Simony. 


Mrs. Fim. I ſee by their confuſion my infor- 
mation was right.—Not to interrupt you, 
madam, I ſhould take it as a particular favour 
if you would immediately return the little note 
I left in your hands for I have not a moment 
to ſpare, 

Mrs. Fl. Note, madam ? what note? I re- 
colle&, indeed, a hymn that you 

Mrs. Sim. Well, madam, that hymn, if you 
pleaſe. 

Mrs. Fl. J gave it directly to Flaw, to get a 
friend of his to ſet it to muſick. 

Mrs. Sim. Muſick ? Ladies and gentlemen, 


a bank-note, I proteſt ! 


N n Air, 
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Air. What! ſet a bank- note to muſick? I 
never heard of ſuch a thing. 

Gorget. And pray, madam, what could induce 
you to truſt that woman with a bank- note? 

Mrs. Fl. That ſhe will not ſo readily own; a 
little earneſt of a much larger bribe, to procure 
her huſband a living. 

Gorget. How, madam ! I hope your huſband 
was not appriſed of this application ? 

Mrs. Sim. The Doctor was totally ignorant; 
knew nothing about it. 

Gorget. I am very happy to hear it: I ſhould 
| be ſorry to find that a gentleman, whoſe pecu- 
| liar duty it is to ſuſtain the purity of his pro- 
feſſion, ſhould himſelf be the very perſon to 
ſoil it; or that an office of ſo ſacred a nature, 
ſhould be ſolicited by ſuch unſanctified means. 

Mrs. Fim. I believe my Doctor, Sir, will be 
hardly ſuſpected: But I have not time to ſay 
more for the prefent; I ſhall be ſtay'd for, and 


have not a moment to ſpare. [ Exit, 
Gorget. Let her go! that plunder, however, 


is fair, 
| Air. Well, well! but, colonel, notwith- 
anding all that you ſay, I have heard there 
was a bet once made between the patron of a 
© living and one Parſon Plurality—Plurality had 
| been 


PHE C OZ EN ERS. 31 


been a Preſbyterian his father keeps a paſtry- 
cook's ſhop in Spring- gardensjuſt where Cox's 
Muſeum—by the bye, they tell me, Cox will 
get deviliſh rich by his lottery. 

Gorget. But if we don't uſe ſome diſpatch, I am 
afraid you will get deviliſh poor. 


Enter Prig, in a waiſicoat and cap. 


Prig. Where is this damn'd infernal—ſhe is 
burrow'd here, but l'll make her 

Air. Who the deuce can this be? 

Mrs, Fl. Some madman eſcaped from his 
keepers, I reckon, 

Pris, Yes, yes, I am eſcaped! but not mad: 
and if there is law to be had, I'll make you to 
know-—keepers !—it 1 had not luckily met with 
ſome friends at the turnpike, I ſhould have been 
kept pretty cloſe, I believe, I recollected your 
footman that ſtood at the door, and gueſs'd you 
were not far off, | 

Air, What is this ? a madman ? I went to fee 
one once in Bedlam—he— [ Exit Prig. 


. 


Enter Roger, 


Air. Oh, here is Roger. Well, did you find 
where Toby is? | 
Roger, Yes, yes, I found un out; and in 


ſwest company too. 
N 2 Air, 
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Mrs. Air. Company? 

Roger. A clergyman, Betſy Bloſſom, and our 
waiter at home, 

Air. Zounds ! I hope the boy is not married. 

Roger. No; but they would have been, if I 
had not come juſt in the nick to fetch un away. 

Air. Where is he? 

Roger. In a ſhop at the corner. I wanted un 
to ſtep over; but he would not, becauſe why, he 
ſays as how the houſe is haunted. 

Air. And why not? There was the manor- 
houſe in the pariſh of Paddington Mrs. Air- 
caſtle, you may remember it formerly belonged 
to the Jeſſops; but, by the marriage of the 
heireſs with one of the Haſlewoods—— 

Gorget. Come, cone, it is a lucky prevention 
and, to give you a little conſolation, I believe I 
ſhall be able to recover your money from Flaw. 

Mrs. Air, and Air, How, colonel ? 

Gorget. I took the liberty, by way of preven- 
tion, to get him ſecured for the money received 
of my enſign. 

Air. Indeed ? 

Gorget. And, as this affair is rather of a crimi- 
nal nature, he will think himſelf happy to eſcape 
by reſtoring the plunder. 

Air. My kind colonel ! 

Gorge!, J hope, madam, this will make you 

amends 


th 


E 
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amends for your diſappointment in the five hun- 


dred pounds. [ Aide. 
O'Flan. But what the divil is all this to my 


bill ? 

Gorget. Did this woman receive it ? 

Mrs. Fl. Flaw had it; but it wants ſome 
days of being due. 

Gorget. Then we ſhall be able to ſtop the pay- 
ment, at leaſt; it is ſafe, never fear. 

O'Flan. That's lucky, however: And, by all 
I can hear, my belt way, Mr. Colonel, will be 
to make an emigration back to Ireland again. 

Gorget. By all means; and, by this time, many 


more of your countrymen would, I believe, be 
glad to follow your ſteps. 


O'Flan. Like enough. 
Air. And it, Mrs. Aircaſtle, we were to re- 
turn back again 


Gorget. It would be the wiſcit thing you could 
do. 


Mrs. Air. What, to vegetate, like a parcel of 
plants ? 

Gorget. Ay, madam ; for there are trees that 
won't bear tranſplanting; they thrive beſt in 
their natural ſoil, 


Air. That's true, I can anſwer, Laſt ſummer, 
I tranſplanted ſome elm-trees—— 


Gorget, Lord! Mr. Aircaſtle, how can you— 
Air. 
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Air. Zounds ! I] muſt n't ſpeak—Sir, let me 
tell you the ſtory of the elm. [to O' Flau.] 
Gorget. You, madam, till you have made all the 
ſatisfaction you can, muſt be contented to ſuf- 
fer a little confinement ; after which, unleſs your 
country ſhould have fome other cail upon you, 
you may diſpoſe of yourſelf as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Fl. I am detected, diſtreſſed, and muſt 
therefore ſubmit ! Bur, gentlemen, if all who 
have offended like us, were like us produced 
to the public, much higher names would 
adorn the Old-Bailey Chronicle than thote of 
poor Fleece em and Flaw | 


In the Preſs, and will be publiſhed in a few Days, 
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